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THE FIRST REAL-TIME 3D ADVENTURE 

BLADE RUNNER FOR THE PC 



immersed in a futuristic world that 
revolutionizes computer gaming, and 

in one of the 



The most talked about sci-fi movie of all 
time has come to the PC. And your PC 
will never be the same again. Armed with 
your investigative skills and the tools of 
a 21st century Blade Runner ™, you'll be 



tests your ability to survive 
richest and most atmospheric games 
ever created for the PC. Are you ready? 

/estwooc 



Blade Runner © 1982 Blade Runner Partnership. Blade Runner lu Blade Runner Partnership. © 1997 Blade Runner/Westwood Partnership 
© 1997 Westwood Studios, Inc. Westwood Studios is a registered trademark of Westwood Studios, Inc. 



www.bladerunner.net 






Firsl ConlacT, Decipher's next expansion for the Star Trek " Customizable Card Game', brings to you the 
marriage of flesh to metal, the conversion of emotion to pure clean logic and the relentless quest for perf 
Think you know how to play? Well with the Borg around there’s a whole new game in town. Missions get 



thwarted, planets and ships 
Do something! 

So if you are an existing player, or a newcomer to this game, prepare to experience 
the ruthless power of the Borg. 



assimilated and personnel have a really bad day. Don’t just take it. 



The Art of Great Games- 
Visit our website at www.decii 
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COVER: Though the 
tools of war will 
change in the future, 
the ait of war will 
remain unchanged. 
Painting by David 
Mattingly. ABOVE: 
Ripley is back, as 
are her scaly ene- 
mies. See Movies on 
page 26. 
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7 EDITORIAL 

Time travel to the past so our writers 
can know their futures. 

8 LETTERS 

Letter writers look for us on television, and learn to 
count the words. 



1 0 BOOKS BY RICHARD PARKS, D. DOUGLAS 
FRATZ AND PAUL DI FILIPPO 
Sawyer and Turtledove deliver, to say nothing 
of Connie Willis. 



20 Alternative Media 

Hot tips on the best new SF comics, collectibles, 
music and more. 



26 Movies by dan perez 

Sigourney Weaver brings Ripley to life as 
Alien Resurrection explodes into theaters. 

82 GALLERY BY MICHAEL SWANWICK 
Robert F. Walters, the Dean of Dinosaurs, opens 
magic windows to the past and future. 

88 GAMES BY ERIC T. BAKER 
To power the perfect roleplaying game, you 
first must design the perfect engine. 

94 Science by r. michael hord and 

CHARLES SHEFFIELD 

If you think that today’s computers are advanced, 
wait until you see tomorrow’s. 

98 Internet bycorydoctorow 

A selection of Net-based Science Fiction treats. 



36 WE 

by Scott Mackay 

When the invasion from space finally comes, we 
will learn that some invasions are easier to spot 
than others. 



43 Jumping off the Planet 

by David Geirold 

Fleeing Earth, three children learn that the greatest 
interplanetary battles won’t be between alien races 
— but instead among the alienated members of 
their own family. 



66 The Tour 

by Brian Stableford 

Max Wheeler wanted to go to Hell in the worst way, 
and with the help of Virtual Reality, that’s exactly 
what he did. 



74 FAt Cat on a Hat 

by Nick Dichario 

Poisonous weapons have murdered and slaugh- 
tered, and that is just what the Doctor ordered. 



76 OUTCOLONY 

by Wit McCarthy 

“There is such a thing as redemption,” they told Jim 
Petrov before sending him to the prison planet. But 
what worried him was that there might not be such 
a thing as survival. 
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S cience Fiction is supposed to be 
always looking to the future, rather 
titan the past, but 1997 is a good year 
on which to look back. It was the year we 
survived to celebrate our fifth anniversary, 
not an easy thing in this uncertain magazine 
market. (During that half-decade, many SF 
magazines, including some that had been 
around for decades, vanished from the mag- 
azine racks. Luckily, we just keep growing.) 
And to celebrate our fifth year with stones 
of a quality such as those I present to you 
with the list below, well, that was just icing 
on the cake. 

It’s now that time once more for you to tell 
us your favorite stories of our previous year. To 
clarify the three categories, a short story is any 
piece of fiction up to 7,500 words, a novelette 
is considered a story over 7,500 words but 
under 17,500 words, and novellas are those 
longer works that are greater than 17,500 
words but are not as long as a novel. Those are 
tire arduously worked out and much-debated 
classifications that Hugo and Nebula voters 
have used, and since we hope that after you 
vote in our reader’s poll you’ll turn your hand 
to tire ballots of those other SFnal horse races, 
it makes sense for us to go along. 

As you read this list, use it to awaken 
your memory as to which stories gave you 
the most pleasure. Then simply write the 
names of your two favorites in each cate- 
gory on a postcard and send it to me at Sci- 
ence Fiction Age, 11305 Sunset Hills Road, 
Reston, VA 20190. Please respond by Feb- 
ruary 1, 1998. Results will be announced in 
a future issue. 

NOVELLAS 

■ “A Cold Dry Cradle” by Gregoiy Benford 
and Elisabeth Malatre (November) 

■ “Ecopoeisis" by Geoffrey A. Landis (May) 
■ “End City” by Phyllis Gotlieb (March) 

■ “Marrow” by Robert Reed (July) 

■ “Saddle Point: The Engine of Kinrera” by 
Stephen Baxter (September) 

■ “Sam and the Prudent Jurist” by Ben Bova 
(January) 

NOVELETTES 

■ “Beauty in the Night” by Robert Silverberg 
(September) 

■ “Broca’s Choice” by Mark W. Tiedemann 
(May) 

■ “The Jackdaw’s Last Case” by Paul Di 
Filippo (January) 

■ “Falling Into Eden” by Mary Rosenblum 
(September) 



■ “Galaxia” by Gregory Benford (July) 

■ “Moon Six” by Stephen Baxter (March) 

■ “Pyro” by Dana Paxson (July) 

■ “The Truest Chill” by Gregory Feeley 
(November) 

■ “What Would You Like to Know?” by 
Charles Sheffield (March) 

■ “Wonder Worlds” by Pat Murphy and 
Richard Kadrey (November) 

SHORT STORIES 

■ “Anomaly in a Decimal Expansion” by 
Frederik Pohl (March) 

■ “Blind Eye” by Jack Dann (January) 

■ “Blooming Ice” by Robert Reed (January) 

■ “The Children’s Fund to Save the 
Dinosaurs: A Charity Appeal” by Thomas 
M. Disch (January) 

■ “Deep Space Sein” by Thomas Marcinko 

(July) 

■ “The Firefly Tree” by Jack Williamson 
(May) 

■ “The Five Biographies of General Ger- 
rhan” by Don Webb (January) 

■ “Frank’s Tricer Run” by Ernest Hogan 
(May) 

■ “Groundling Dancer” by Gene O’Neill 
(July) 

■ “Here, There and Otherwhere” by Mark 
Rich (September) 

■ “Just a Couple of Highly Experimental 
Weapons Tucked Away Behind the Toilet 
Paper” by Adam-Troy Castro (March) 

■ “On the Inside” by Robert Silverberg 
(November) 

■ “Posar: With the Aliens” by Barry N. 
Malzberg (September) 

■ “The Sunhouse Trap” by George Walker 
(May) 

■ “The Voice” by Gregory Benford (May) 

■ “Your Eyes, My Darling, Black and White 
and Blue" by Karen Haber (May) 

We can’t keep getting better and better 
if you don’t take a moment to rate the 
year gone by, so please help us to 
acknowledge the best of the best. Let us 
know who in 1997 best did for you what 
SF is supposed to do. 

While I have your attention, I’d like to 
point out that last issue, in our review 
of Joe Haldeman's excellent novel The 
Forever Peace, we inadvertently listed 
the incorrect publisher. The true pub- 
lisher is Berkley Ace, and we hope you 
all go out and buy lots of copies to make 
up for the error. 

Scott Edelman 
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Letters 



Dear Mr. Edelman: 

As a fan of SF film and television, I ei\joyed 
the Babylon 5 coverage in Science Fiction 
Age (September 1997). The definitive SF tele- 
vision shows of the 1960s were The Twilight 
Zone, The Outer Limits, and Star Trek. For 
me, the best genre TV programs of the cur- 
rent decade have been The X-Files and Baby- 
lon 5. In a medium known for its mediocrity, 
J. Michael Straczynski has demonstrated 
admirable perseverance and dedication to his 
creative concept Perhaps for any television 
series to rise above the mediocre it needs one 
person with a vision. A Rod Serling, Gene 
Roddenberry, Chris Carter or, in the case of 
Babylon 5, a J. Michael Straczynski. Although 
I’ve never thought of Mr. Straczynski as the 
Tolstoy of televised SF, he certainly deserves 
accolades for his efforts. 

Sincerely, 
Timothy Walters 

Dear Mr. Edelman: 

Is there any chance of a TV show or movie 
being made out of the short stories you pub- 
lish? I think it would be a great idea having 
a TV show for about a season or two with 
each show having two or three of the short 
stories published in Science Fiction Age. 

Kyle Smith 

There’s nothing we’d like better than to 
be discovered by an SF-friendly Holly- 
wood hotshot. We’re ready for our close- 
up, Mr. Spielberg! 

On the other hand, the Amazing Stories 
television show did nothing for the 
longevity of the magazine of the same 
name, which had published since 1926, but 
was canceled shortly thereafter. Sure, we’d 
like the fame, but I think we’d prefer the 
continued publication instead. 

Dear Mr. Edelman: 

I’ve read Science Fiction Age since the 
May 1996 issue, which was the first I had 
come across. Yours is still the only writ- 
ten SF magazine I can buy off the shelf. In 
that issue I was captivated by “The Com- 
passionate Smothering-Death of the Uni- 
verse” and “Farthest Horizons.” My reac- 
tion at the time: “If this is what science 
fiction is like now, give me more!” I’ve not 
been disappointed. 

I was delighted to see that the September 
1997 Science Fiction Age featured a story 
by Robert Silverberg, “Beauty in the Night.” 
He is always impressive, and this story 
shows off his wonderful style. But he was 
surpassed in this issue by Mary Rosenblum’s 



“Falling Into Eden.” The interaction 
between the telepathic artist Siri, and Gema, 
the young medical technician who believes 
Siri can navigate their spaceship, was touch- 
ing and totally convincing, and Siri’s 
thoughts revealed her motivations superbly. 

Of the other stories in this issue, the con- 
tinuing Saddle Point saga is a testament to 
Stephen Baxter’s seemingly endless output. 
His latest sequence about a primitive 
nuclear reactor was a trifle fanciful, given 
the usual ostentatious flaunting of his 
research, but it was an enjoyable read, with 
an ending that promised more. 

I found Mark Rich’s story of aliens inhab- 
iting the minds of school kids less frivolous 
— despite the Lewis Carroll references — 
than his previous, “The Beauty Monster.” 

As for “Posar: With the Aliens” — this was 
inscrutable. A “last man” is comforted by a 
woman who may, or may not, be mechani- 
cal. I’m afraid I could get no more out of 
Barry N. Malzberg’s story even on a second 
reading. For me, this was the low point of 
the issue, the high point being “Falling Into 
Eden,” with “Beauty in the Night” a close 
second. Stories like these two guarantee my 
returning to that shelf. 

Paul Jenkins 

Dear Mr. Edelman: 

A few days after reading and enjoying 
Jack Williamson’s new novel, The Black 
Sun, I happened to find the July 1996 Sci- 
ence Fiction Age in a drawer of old maga- 
zines. I decided to reread Mr. Williamson’s 
story in that issue, “The Death of a Star.” I 
quickly realized that this story was in fact 
an excerpt from The Black Sun. Yet 
nowhere in the magazine was the story 
described as an excerpt. Also, nowhere in 
the book were the words “Portions of this 
work originally appeared in ... .” 

I was just curious; did Mr. Williamson 
write the story and decide to publish a 
longer version as a novel, or did he forget 
to tell you that it was an excerpt? Or did 
you decide not to identify the story as an 
excerpt because it was nine months 
before the novel would be published, or 
because you felt the story stood on its 
own well enough not to need to be iden- 
tified as an excerpt? 

I enjoy your magazine. Keep up the good 
work. 

Sincerely, 

Amy S. Farmer 

Many SF novels begin their lives as short 
stories that are later expanded to novel 



length. It’s quite a common practice in the 
SF field. Once writers start exploring their 
brave new worlds, it sometimes proves dif- 
ficult to stop. 

Dear SF Age: 

I’d like to correct a minor typo in the 
November Science Fiction Age. In the Sci- 
ence Forum, the address for my Web page 
discussing use of solar energy on Mars was 
misprinted. The correct address is 
http://powerweb.lerc.nasa.gov/pv/Solar- 
Mars.html (note that the capitalization is 
important). 

My apologies to any readers who tried the 
other address and didn’t get to the page. 

Geoffrey A. Landis 

Dear Mr. Edelman: 

I bought the first issue of Science Fiction 
Age in the grocery store five years ago and 
immediately subscribed. I was so excited to 
see a science fiction magazine which 
stressed fiction!! I continue to enjoy many 
of your new features, but I still get your 
magazine for the stories. 

When I saw that this November 1997 
issue only contained four works of fiction, 
I was extremely disappointed. I hope you 
will reconsider the amount of space you 
devote to other articles and return to pub- 
lishing the six, seven (in the very first 
issue), or even eight works of fiction you 
have in the past. When I see your name — 
Science Fiction Age — I expect fiction to 
be the focus of the magazine. 

It has been in the past. I truly hope it will 
be again. 

Sincerely, 

Pat Kidwell 

I’m soiry that you felt disappointed by 
the makeup of stories in that issue of SF 
Age, but I assure you that although the 
number of stories may vary from issue to 
issue, the fiction word count and ratio of 
fiction to non-fiction remains the same. 
You’ll notice that our typical novella, which 
usually runs from 18,000-22,000 words, in 
this issue runs to over 30,000 words, 
thanks to Hugo and Nebula Award-win- 
ning David Gerrold, resulting in fewer 
than average stories. But the total number 
of fiction words remain the same. 



Readeis — please let us know how we’re doing 
at- Letters to the Editor, Science Fiction Age, 
11305 Sunset Hills Rd., Reston VA 20190. 
Far e-mail, use S.Edelmanl@Genie.Com. or 
our CompuSeme address of 102746,2004. 
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Books 

By Richard Parks, D. Douglas Fratz and Paul Di Filippo 

Sawyer and Turtledove deliver, 
to say nothing of Connie Willis. 




Connie Willis trav- 
els through time 
and returns with 
another winning 
novel. Cover art by 
Eric Dinyer. 



I n To Say Nothing of the dog (Bantam books, 
hardcover, 434 pp., $23.95), Connie Willis returns 
to her future Oxford of time-traveling historians. 
Which is pretty much all time travelers are suited 
for, since Time has turned out to be a stable and self- 
repairing system. Time travel was created by 
researchers whose main goal was to exploit the past. 
In Willis’s premise things didn’t turn out that way. Peo- 
ple can go through the net to observe, but they can’t 
bring anything back. Nor can they affect events, 
because the attempt to make a change invokes slip- 
page, which prevents the time traveler from arriving at 
the right time and location to make the change envi- 



sioned. In short, history says look but don’t touch. So 
grant money dries up, the original researchers explore 
other avenues of wealth, and time travel becomes the 
property of academic historians because, frankly, no 
one else is interested. 

Enter Lady Schrapnell. A sure hint of the Willis wiy 
humor, that. Can any reader see that name and doubt 
that the woman in question is going to be hell on wheels 
on a downhill grade? So it proves. Lady Schrapnell is also 
richer than Croesus and not so much domineering as a 
force of nature with quirks and control-freak tendencies. 
When one of those quirks compels her to rebuild Coven- 
try Cathedral she goes all out; every detail must be as 
accurate as possible. Spare no expense and, as she is 
fond of saying, leave no stone unturned. The one tiling 
she won’t spare, ironically enough, is time. 

As To Say Nothing of the Dog opens, most of Oxford’s 
historians have been drafted into Lady Schrapnell’s ser- 
vice. She is, after all, rich, and willing to make a hefty 
endowment to the cash-strapped Oxford historians pro- 
vided they help her with the research necessary to restore 
Coventry Cathedral as she envisions. In practice this 
means that all tire historians in Oxford’s quiver are con- 
stantly scattered over time studying the cathedral and 
various primary sources as the day of the dedication 
draws much too close. 

We find historian Ned Henry in 1940 digging in the 
bombed-out ruins of Coventry Cathedral trying to find, 
of all things, a bishop’s bird stump. Not a bishop’s bird 
stump, but the bishop’s bird stump. The one that actu- 
ally sat in the original cathedral until, of course, it 
didn’t. Ned doesn’t know what happened to it. No one 
seems to know or care what has happened to it. Lady 
Schrapnell cares and, since she is a demon for details, 
she cares a lot. Ned is up to his armpits in burned-out 
roof beams and soot, and has a tremendous case of 
time lag to boot. When his companions find him pel- 
ting a local dog and expounding an unbroken stream 
of mawkish sentimental gush — one of the surest 
symptoms of advanced time lag — Ned is returned to 
the present (that is to say; the future) Oxford to rest 
and recover. 

Lady Schrapnell will have none of that, thank you 
very much. Can’t have historians lazing about recov- 
ering when there’s work to do and bishop’s bird stumps 
to uncover. Henry’s boss, Mr. Dunworthy, sees a pos- 
sible solution. It seems that just before Ned’s return 
another historian, Verity Kindle, came through the time 
net carrying a cat named Princess Arjumand that Ver- 
ity had rescued from drowning in the Victorian period. 
As mentioned earlier, bringing anything larger than a 
benign bacteria through the net is supposed to be 
impossible, due both to the self-defense mechanisms 
evidenced by time itself, plus programmed safeguards 
in the machineiy. Nevertheless, it has happened. Under 
the circumstances — Lady Schrapnell isn’t giving any- 
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one a moment’s peace to think — the hasty 
response is to get the cat back to the Victo- 
rian age immediately, before the course of 
history is somehow affected. Time-lagged 
Ned gets the assignment, since (1) he’s 
available and (2) the Victorian Age seems a 
good place to rest and hide from Lady 
Schrapnell for a couple of weeks. 

It all goes wrong, of course. Ned’s arrival 
in the Victorian Age with Princess Arjumand 
not only doesn’t fix the incongruities and 
time slippage, it actually seems to have 
made things worse. In his time-lagged state 
Ned misses his rendezvous with another his- 
torian and winds up on a boat trip down the 
Thames with a pair of eccentric Victorians 
and a bulldog named Cyril. People who are 
supposed to meet and fall in love, don’t. 
Time is, to snag a reference, “out of joint.” 
Slippage is getting worse. Historians are 
being stranded in time or dropped far from 
their intended temporal targets. Soon Ned 
is paired with Verity as they play detective 
in the Victorian Age and more than a few 
others tracking down the mystery of what 
has gone wrong with the continuum and 
why. Needless to say, both the cat and the 
bishop’s bird stump are involved, though 
not in a way anyone expected. 

Time travel has been a staple of science 
fiction since, well, always. It goes in and out 
of fashion and variations on the paradox of 
going back in time to kill your grandfather 
which means you were never born, which 
means you didn’t kill your grandfather 
which means you were born have been 
done to death and beyond. Willis avoids all 
that rubbish, plus puts a twist in the tale by 
creating what is at once a modern, future, 
and Victorian detective novel wrapped 
around the bones of the time travel trope. 
Soon there’s such a Gordian weave of inci- 
dent and related events working that you 
watch, wondering whether Willis can pull it 
all together and how she’ll do it. That’s at 
once the book’s great strength and weak- 
ness as far as I’m concerned. 

As often happens to me while reading tra- 
ditional detective novels, I’m too aware of 
a plot unfolding that prevents me from 
being pulled into the story. That’s usually 
fatal, but in To Say Nothing of the Dog it’s 
almost the best bit. It’s just fun to watch 
Willis lay out the real clues and the red her- 
rings and try to guess which is which. It’s 
also fun to watch the parade of period ref- 
erences that enrich the story; it’s rather like 
lying on a grassy riverbank having a picnic 
as the regatta goes by. Three Men in a Boat. 
Lewis Carroll. Charles Darwin. Eccentric 
Oxford dons as an extinct species. The Bat- 
tle of Waterloo and why keeping an extra 
bucket around is a good idea. What rich 
folk ate for breakfast and why anyone 
thought it luxury. The list goes on, worked 
into a narrative that isn’t slow, just leisurely. 
Even in crisis there’s never that sense of 
hurry which is the norm these days. A lit- 
tle bit of 19th-Century style to go with the 



setting. Just a leavening, really, but a very 
nice touch under the circumstances. 

The plot? Sure, Willis does make it all 
work and the ending unfolds as it should, 
at least to anyone paying attention. No real 
surprises, but then surprises, though some- 
times pleasant, are not the be all and end 
all of creation. So in that spirit let me reveal 
that, yes, by the end you will know just 
what a “bishop’s bird stump” is. Don’t say I 
didn’t warn you. 

Richard Parks 



Illegal Alien, by Robert J. Sawyer. Ace/The 
BeiMey Publishing Group, hardcover, 304 
pp., $21.95. 

Robert J. Sawyer has emerged as one of 
the more notable additions to the science 
fiction field in the 1990s. He first gained 
attention with a trilogy of novels featuring 
intelligent alien dinosaurs (and no human 
characters), and has since added a series 
of singleton SF novels that often feature 
murder mysteries, philosophical themes, 
and Canadian characters and locales, 
including his Nebula-Award-winning 1995 



novel, The Tei'minal Experiment. 

Illegal Alien is Sawyer’s latest novel, and 
it’s a murder mysteiy once again, but this time 
with a human victim but an alien suspect The 
story begins in the very near future when an 
alien craft lands in the Atlantic and awaits ren- 
dezvous with an American aircraft carrier. The 
alien, a Tosok named Hask, meets with presi- 
dential science adviser Frank Nobilio and 
Clete Calhoun, an astronomer and science 
popularizer in the tradition of the late Carl 
Sagan. They quickly teach him English, which 
he learns with the help of a hand-held language 
translator, and learn his story. 

Hask is one of a party of eight Tosoks, native 
to Alpha Centauri, who have spent over 200 
years traveling to Earth. Six more Tosoks are 
hibernating in the mothership now in Earth 
orbit, the other having been killed when their 
ship was damaged by a comet while coming 
through tiie Kuiper belt beyond Neptune. Clete 
goes with Hask to the mothership, they wake 
tiie other Tosoks, and they all land at the U.N. 
Building. The alien commander offers Tosok 
friendship and technology to humanity in 
exchange for help in repairing their mother- 
ship. They all take a whirlwind tour of Earth, 
meeting leaders and seeing the sights (includ- 
ing a total solar eclipse) to the near-universal 
cheering from a grateful humanity. It’s all a typ- 
ical xenophilic wet dream. 

Until Clete Calhoun is found murdered, 
with various organs removed, in a way that is 
only possible using a Tosok device, with Hask 
the only Tosok around. 

Frank hires a veteran civil rights lawyer, 
Dale Rice, to represent Hask, and what fol- 
lows is a courtroom procedural obviously 
highly (maybe too highly) influenced by the 
O.J. Simpson trial. The Tosok leader pro- 
claims Hask’s innocence, but Rice (for legal 
reasons) assiduously avoids learning the 
truth from Hask, instead pursuing a “Simp- 
son” reasonable-doubt defense. Slowly, the 
evidence is brought forth, and alternative 
explanations are suggested and countered. 
Despite the lack of apparent motive, Hask 
appears to be guilty. 

Things speed up in the end, of the novel, 
however, as Sawyer provides paradigm shift 
after paradigm shift lor the reader. Is Hask a 
Tosok psychopath? A religious zealot? Are the 
Tosoks really as friendly as they seem? Really 
from Alpha Centauri? Working together or at 
cross purposes? When the convoluted 
answers to these questions and many more 
are revealed, the stakes become not just the 
future of one alien, or even of human relations 
with the Tosoks, but the future of all human- 
ity. The novel’s complex solution hinges on the 
Tosoks’ quadrilateral symmetry, their blood 
chemistry, their ability to regrow organs, their 
religious philosophy, the orbital mechanics of 
Alpha Centauri, Tosoks’ periodic shedding of 
skin, their sun glasses, and tire real fate of the 
Tosok said to have been killed in the Kuiper 
belt, among dozens of other revelations. 
Sawyer’s conclusion is a tour de force of intri- 
cate, puzzle-like complexity. 
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The New Hugo Winners IV, edited by 
Gregory Benford (Baen). The Hugo Award 
is how SF fans reward the best, and this lat- 
est collection includes the best of that best 
— Asimov, Sheffield, Willis, Landis, Kress, 
Turtledove, and many others. 

The Postman, by David Brin (Bantam 
Spectra). Kevin Costner thought so much 
of Brin’s tale of a post-nuclear war re- 
demption that he optioned it to direct and 
star in for this Christmas season. Pick up 
this newly reissued movie tie-in edition. 

Ciphers, by Paul Di Filippo (Cambrian 
Publications/Permeable Press). After three 
hardcover short: story collections in three 
years, Di Filippo follows up that successful 
trio with this magnum opus of a novel. A 
bizarre descent into America’s broken 
heart. Buy it for the author photo alone. 

Lao Tzu: Tao Te 
Ching, by Ursula K. Le 
Guin (Shambala Publica- 
tions). The acclaimed 
author of The Lathe of 
Heaven and The Left 
Ha nd of Darkness trans- 
lates this greatest of all Chi- 
nese classics. Le Guin takes 
a 2,500 year-old classic and 
makes it live for today. 

A Child’s Garden of Grammar, by 
Thomas M. Disch (University Press of 
New England). Disch is a writer’s writer, 
making his reputation on classics like 
“The Squirrel Cage” and On Wings of 
Song. These poems detail a writer’s life. 

What Fantastic Fiction Do I Read 
Next?: A Reader’s Guide to Recent 



Fantastic Fiction, edited by Neil Barron 
(Gale Research). A massive volume that 
points your way through the maze of SF, 
based on your current tastes. 

Black Mist and Other Japanese 
Futures, edited by Orson Scott Card and 
Keith Ferrell (DAW). Lupoff, Cadigan, 
Levinson, Webb, and Dann offer five novel- 
las on the Japanese; presence in the day 
after tomorrow, on distant worlds, and in 
cyberspace. 

The Postmodern Archipeligo: Two 
Essays on Science Fiction and Fantasy, 
by Michael Svvanwick (Tachyon Publica- 
tions). Respected author Swanwick turns 
his finely honed critical gaze on just what 
makes SF and fantasy tick. When Swan- 
wick speaks, it’s worth listening in. 
Spectrum 4: The Best in Contempo- 
rary Fantastic Art, edited by Cathy 
Fenner, Amie Fenner, and Jim Loehr 
(Underwood Books). The latest edition 
of an annual that collects the best in SF, 
fantasy, and horror illustration, includ- 
ing all Chesley Award 
winners. 

Mississippi Blues, 
by Katlileen Ann Goo- 
nan (Tor). If you’ve 
read her Science Fic- 
tion Age short stoiy 
“The Bride of Elvis," re- 
cently reprinted in Year's 
Best SF 2, you’ll under- 
stand why a new work by 
Goonan is not to be 
missed. The sequel to her critically acclaimed 
novel, Queen City Jazz. 




Another Hugo and Nebula Award nominee 
for Robert, J. Sawyer? Probably not. Despite 
its many conceptual strengths, the novel has 
a number of annoying flaws that will probably 
hurt its chances. Clete Calhoun, the most col- 
orful and interesting character in the novel, 
is murdered very early on. Although Dale 
Rice has his moments as an interesting and 
engaging character, Frank Nobilio (the main 
viewpoint character) never comes alive as an 
individual, or even as a representative of a 
federal bureaucracy, with which he appears 
to have very little interaction. In addition to 
the tedious nature of some of Sawyer's court- 
room dialogue, there is his cynical view of 
American jurisprudence, probably gained 
from watching too much of the O.J. trial. But 
the most annoying aspect of the book is that 
Sawyer repeatedly shows his viewpoint char- 
acters getting information or insights, the 
details of which are revealed to the reader 
only chapters later, thus frustrating the reader 
who wants to have some chance of guessing 
the solution to the mystery. (This device isn’t 
even necessary in this novel, since Sawyer’s 



solution is sufficiently unlikely that playing it 
fair would not have given away early any of 
the surprises for most readers.) As a final 
small caveat, some of the factors in the solu- 
tion are improbable to the point of being dif- 
ficult to believe, such as the unlikely orbital 
mechanics of the Tosok planet, and the 
Tosoks being involved in a science-vs.-cre- 
ationism debate almost identical to that 
occuring in 20th-century America. (Hey, it’s 
difficult to believe it’s happening here!) 
Despite all of these reservations, Illegal Alien 
is an SF novel well worth reading for its com- 
plex conceptual cleverness, its portrayal of a 
fascinating alien race, and its thematic con- 
sideration of the role of philosophical and 
religious beliefs among rational beings. It is 
among the better novels in the subgenre of 
SF murder mysteries. 

D. Douglas Fratz 



How Few Remain, by Harry Turtledove. 
Del Rey, hardcover, 474 pp., $25.00. 

If history is indeed a science, then it is one 
without a laboratory. Or rather, the whole 
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world is history’s laboratory, and any “exper- 
iments” are one-of-a-kind, nonrepeatable, 
and strictly accidental. How then can the his- 
torian test her theories? Barring the appear- 
ance of a I-Iari Seldon, it seems the answer is: 
only through the unlikely media of fiction. In 
other words, “thought experiments” embod- 
ied in narratives. 

Here is where the fiction writer enters. 
The “alternate history” or “uchronia" has 
been around for nearly 200 years, providing 
both entertainment and logical what-if 
games. Lately, alternate histories have 
enjoyed a boomlet, new anthologies and 
novels sprouting like flowers at Verdun. But 
there was one problem: Nothing is easier to 
write badly than a uchronia. The special 
quicksand difficulties of the uchronia (aside 
from any failures of sheer story-telling) are 
twofold: arbitrariness, and simplification of 
the historical process. Merely to speculate 
along the lines of “Hey, what if Napoleon had 
been six feet tall and gay?” and then gener- 
ate a novel’s worth of implausible fallout is 
to betray the insights and rigor that make the 
alternate history — - at its best — so fasci- 
nating. Luckily there are a few capable 
authors who specialize in such fiction. 

Harry Turtledove is one of the geniuses of 
this demanding field. His academic training 
(a Ph.D. in Byzantine history from UCLA) 
combined with solid narrative gifts, ensure 
that his novels always hinge on valid turning 
points, that they extrapolate rigorously yet 
fertilely, and that they involve well-rounded 
characters in exciting plots. (Another impor- 
tant aspect of uchronias is that they allow 
the writer to examine in a psychological 
fashion the characters of famous personages 
in the crucible of altered events.) Turtle- 
dove’s latest book, How Few Remain, is no 
exception to his record of excellence. 

How Feiv Remain, subtitled “A novel of 
the Second War Between the States,” is not 
a sequel to Turtledove’s earlier The Quits of 
the South (1994). In that book, time travelers 
with racist motivations brought AK-47s and 
hindsight back to the forces of Robert E. Lee 
and changed the course of history. In the 
new book, no intervention from the future 
is necessary to perturb history. The Confed- 
erate States win the war simply by manag- 
ing to hold on to a secret document which, 
on our timeline, was lost to the North. 

After economically setting up this sce- 
nario, Turtledove leaps 20 years ahead, to 
the pivotal year 1881. The United State we 
know is divided into two sovereign nations 
that have tolerated each other uneasily over 
the past two decades. When the South 
upsets this fragile balance by acquisition of 
two Mexican provinces, war erupts. Turtle- 
dove’s narrative courses over the entire next 
year of “history,” until the war’s bitter finish, 
presenting a panoramic overview of his 
imaginary world. 

The key to Turtledove’s enthralling pre- 
sentation is his selection of viewpoint char- 
acters. Assembling a cast of pivotal “real" fig- 



ures, Turtledove skips among them in their 
various geographic locations (San Fran- 
cisco, Washington, Louisville, Utah, Mon- 
tana, and elsewhere), offering us an IMAX 
movie of the war that is also intensely per- 
sonal. Consider the star-studded cast: Lin- 
coln, Frederick Douglass, Jeb Stuart. 
George Custer, Samuel Clemens, Stonewall 
Jackson, Teddy Roosevelt, Geronimo, and a 
host of lesser notables. Each one of these 
men is fully rendered, their speech and 
actions believable yet surprising, engaging 
and faithful. The reader comes away from 
this book somehow feeling that a historical 
period that never was has been accurately 
portrayed. 

At the core of the book is Lincoln (the very 
title comes from one of his actual poems). 
Turned out of office after the loss of the first 
Civil War, the septagenarian has become a 
wandering socialist rabblerouser, his sym- 
pathy and intellect focused on the plight of 
the proletariat. Lincoln is central, linking the 
other characters (he gets to meet Custer. 
Roosevelt, and Douglass), and it is fitting 
that his closing actions — the formation of 
a Socialist political party — seem destined 
to detennine the country’s future. 

One lack I felt, however, amid all these 
lively characters, was the common man’s 
viewpoint. In Guns of the South, the enlisted 
man Nate Caudell provided an invaluable 
perspective on large events. How Few 
Remain offers no such character. All the 
main actors are movers and shakers, and 
their various sidekicks do not offer the 
depth of Caudell. A corollary to this: The dia- 
logue in How Few Remain, while never 
stilted, is often packed with high-minded 
statements of principle and theory in the 
manner of the old-fashioned “novel of 
ideas.” At times, I missed someone like 
Caudell complaining about lack of shoes and 
bad grub. 

The spirit of Marx fills this book, since he 
is one of Lincoln’s icons. It seems fitting, 
then, to bring up Marx’s observation that his- 
tory’s initial tragedies often repeat as farce. 
Turtledove, I think, is too smart not to have 
structured this quip into his novel. Whereas 
Guns of the South engendered real horror 
and empathy, How Few Remain is more 
ironic and wry in its treatment of this “short 
war.” With a joker like Clemens (who gets 
the book’s last word), with buffoons like 
Custer and Roosevelt, with even Stonewall 
Jackson having “a frivolous part he’d been 
fighting all his life,” Turtledove ventures 
arguably close to the inherent silliness of 
some brands of steampunk. Only the grim, 
unstintingly gory and Stephen Crane-realistic 
scenes of fighting serve to counterweight 
this aspect. 

Turtledove observes in his Afterword: 
“The Civil War ... deserves to be ... the most 
intensely examined period of American his- 
tory.” True, but only if we continue to enjoy 
such ingenious experts as this writer. 

Paul Di Filippo 



16 




The Franklin Mint 



Please mail by February 28, 1998. 



O Franklin Center, PA 19091-0001 

Please accept my order for The Millennium Falcon . The 
20th Anniversary Edition in 24 Karat Gold . 

I need SEND NO MONEY NOW. I will be billed for my model in 
5 equal monthly installments of $39.* each, with the first payment 
due prior to shipment. 



MR/MRS/MISS. 



ADDRESS. 



'P/us my state sales tax and 
one-time charge of $4.95 for shipping and handling. 



CITY/STATE 



■ ALCON 

■ KARAT GOLD. 



The first officially authorized pewter replica 
of the most famous ship of the Star Wars trilogy. 

Issued in a Special Edition limited 
in production through the anniversary year 
ending December 31, 1997. 

In creating its 20th Anniversary tribute to Star Wars, 
Lucasfilm has turned to the artisans of The Franklin Mint 
to make their vision come to life. This spectacular 
commemorative is crafted in solid pewter, and 
richly coated with 24 Karat Gold. With handsome 
display bearing a minted commemorative 
; ) medallion, richly embellished in 24 Karat 

Gold. Just $195, payable in installments. 
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED. If you 
wish to return any Franklin Mint pur- 
chase, you may do so within 30 days 
of your receipt of that purchase for 
^ • replacement, credit or refund. 



Shown smaller than actual size of approximately 
7" (17.78 cm) in length and 5“ (12.70 cm) in width on 
display stand, included at no additional charge. 




SIGNATURE 



ALL ORDERS ARE SUBJECT TO ACCEPTANCE. 



TELEPHONE # ( ) 

TM S © 1998 Lucasfilm Ltd. All Rights Resorvod 1 6075-22-00 1 



THE COLLECTOR’S CHOICE • THE FRANKLIN MINT 
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[Signatures I 



The Number One manufacturer of film and television 
.AUTHENTIC 1:1 SCALE PROP & MINIATURE REPLICASl! 



•Cast off a screen used original 'Chrome plated -All metal com- 
ponents 'Electronic light function 'Comes with mini display case 
•Numbered plaque 'Studio endorsed certificate of authenticity 
Limited Edition 2,500 $295.00. 

. Icons Collector’s Society $250.00 



•Recreated from original prop components 'Working 
light features 'Custom paint with brass accents 
•Comes with wall mount plexi case 'Numbered plaque 
•Studio endorsed certificate of authenticity 
Limited Edition 2,500 $399.00 
Icons Collector’s Society $350.00 



•Reverse engineered off of original reference provided 
by Lucasfilm archives 'Solid metal components 
•Comes with museum qualify display case 'Numbered 
plaque 'Studio endorsed certificate of authenticity 
Limited Edition 10,000 $349.00 
Icons Collector’s Society $299.00 



•Cast off original Endo Skull created forT- 
2 'Deluxe 3 process chrome plating with 
copper underplating 'Working red L.E.D. 
eyes 'Distressed teeth 'Mounted on Endo 
neck casting 'Comes with museum qual- 
ity display case' 'Numbered plaque 
•Studio endorsed certificate of authentic- 
ity . 

Limited Edition 20,000 S995.00 
Icons Collector’s Society $750.00 



•Cast off original screen used M-41A Pulse rifle 
•Custom paint with Metallic accents 'Numbered 
plaque 'Studio endorsed certificate of authenticity 
Ask about our fully articulated Hero Pulse Rifle! 
Numbered Edition $399.00 
Icons Collector’s Society $299.00 



LINE CINEMA 









Check/ 

M.O. 



I MasterCard 



Amex 



| Discover 
Exp. Date 



Name: 



.Signature: 



Address: 



Phone: 



Ask About An Icons Payment Plan! 

..... sin ofto rite lcol ' ls Authentic Replicas 

NE '„: „ 1317 N. San Fernando Blvd. #363 
X: 818 - 982-7271 Burbank, CA 91504-4272 



MiB © 1997 Columbia Pictures Industries, Inc. All rights reserved. © 1997 Space Productions. Licensed by New Line Productions, Inc. All rights reserved. Star Wars TM & © 1997 
Lucasfilm Ltd. All rights reserved. Used under authorization. T-2, Terminator 2 and the depiction ot the Endoskul! are trademarks of Canal + O.A. All rights reserved. Xena: Warrior 
Princess TM &© 1997 Universal Television Enterprises, Inc. Licensed by Universal Studios Licensing, Inc. 



M.I.B. I\I0ISY CRICKET 


$295.00 


$15.00 






COLLECTOR'S SOCIETY PRICE 


$250.00 


$15.00 






LOST IN SPACE LASER PISTOL 


$349.00 


$24.95 






COLLECTOR'S SOCIETY PRICE 


$299.00 


$24.95 






OBI-WAN LIGHTSABER 


$349.00 


$15.00 






COLLECTOR'S SOCIETY PRICE 


$299.00 


$15.00 






J.E.J. SIGNATURE UGHTSARER 


$450.00 


$10.00 






T-2 ENDO SKULL 


$995.00 


$29.95 






COLLECTOR'S SOCIETY PRICE 


$750.00 


$29.95 






M-41 A STUNT PULSE RIFLE 


$399.00 


$50.00 






COLLECTOR'S SOCIETY PRICE 


$299.00 


$29.95 






XENA CHAKRAM 


$349.00 


$24.95 






COLLECTOR'S SOCIETY PRICE 


$299.00 


$24.95 






SFE-10 SUB T0TflL 

CA RESIDENTS AD B.25% SALES TAX 

Please allow 6 to 8 weeks for delivery TOTAL ENCLOSED 












(alternativene dTa) 



You’ve read the book, you’ve seen the movie, and you’ve played the games, so now 
it’s time to read the comic! This fall, comic book shops everywhere have an inva- 
sion on their hands. Dark Horse, the people who brought you Aliens in graphic 
form, are releasing a two-issue miniseries of Starship Troopers, based on the 
Tri-star Pictures film inspired by Robert A. Heinlein’s classic Hugo Award-winning 
novel. Johnny Rico joins the Mobile Infantry and goes to war against the Bugs, a 
breed of insectoids from another planet. Unfortunately for the Earthlings, these , 
ants can’t be stopped with a magnifying glass — they’re big, bad, and merciless. J 
The creative team behind the title brings significant SF and fantasy creditsto tin 
project — scripter Bruce Jones is a former Conan the Barbarian writer, while tl 
art team of Mitch Byrd and Andrew Pepoy have handled Robocop and X. Den 
Beauvais has provided the covers. The two issues of Starship Troopers are each 
full-color, 32-page comic books with a suggested cover price of $2.95. 
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New EXPANSE;™ 

If your Star Wars: The Roleplay ing Game adventures need a little boost, if your play- 
ers are getting upset because of a lack of the finer things, if you need a new world to 
set your game on — may we suggest a trip to the Tapani Sector? Star Wars: Lords of 
the Expanse is the latest supplement for the popular role-playing platform from West 
End Games. The newly introduced Tapani Sector is a wealthy region with four houses 
of nobility competing for riches and prestige. Players can choose to be members of this 
nobility, or use their existing characters in the service of one of the noble houses. And 
since nobility’s involved, there’s plenty of backstabbing, doubletalking, and shady deal- 
ing going on. Perhaps the most interesting of the new character classes in this expan- 
sion set are the “saber rakes,” who prove that you don’t have to be a Jedi to fight with 
glowing swords. They are a group of brash young men who carry illegal “lightfoils” 
(scaled-down light sabers) and resolve insults to their honor with duels — usually to 
the first limb lost. Lords of the Expanse comes with a Sector Guide (14 new planets, 
new droids, new ships), a Gamesmaster Guide, a Campaign Guide for advice on run- 
ning adventures in the Tapani Sector, a Character Template Booklet with eight new 
templates, 12 full-color character cards with details on the important people and ships 
of the sector, and a full-color poster map of the Tapani Sector itself. The supplement is 
available in gaming stores everywhere. 





The crew of the USS Enterprise is known throughout the galaxy for travels through the 
farthest reaches of space, their encounters with all manner of alien creatures, and getting 
themselves involved in utterly bizarre situations. But until now, they’ve managed to avoid 
the one trap from which there is no escape — acrylic! Willitts Designs, a premium col- 
lectibles manufacturer in Petaluma, Calif, has announced Star Trek: The Next Generation 
the latest addition to their collectible film cel line. The cels are selected and hand-cut 
from a master print taken from the original intemegative of ST:TNG episodes. There are 
five editions in this original, one-of-a-kind series: “‘Q’ Continuum,” “Relics,” “On the 
Bridge of the Enterprise-D,” “Farpoint,” and “Borg.” Each piece is comprised of three 
consecutive 35mm frames from the series, a history card describing behind-the-scenes 
action, and a holographic seal, all enclosed in a 7 l/2”-by-2 3/4” acrylic block. Each cel 
has a serial number identification code testifying to its one-of-a-kind status and is priced 
at $25.00. For further information on the Willitts cels, including their X-Files, Star Trek: 
The Motion Picture, and The Empire Strikes Back lines, check out their Web site at 
http://www.willitts.com or call (800) 358-9184. 



Priced to CEL 
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Danger, Will Robinson — a new series of 
trading cards approaches! Inkworks, 
already well known to SF fans through 
their high-quality Men in Black, Spawn, 
and Sliders card sets, has turned its 
attention to the famed space family 
Robinson. Licensed by New Line Cinema, 
the cards will focus on Irwin Allen’s TV classic Lost in Space, currently being 
remade as a big-budget feature film due out in April 1998. The card series will 
be broken down into four subsets that feature text by Gary Gerani, author of 
Fantastic Television. “Critics Choice” will highlight b&w photos from 
favorite episodes. “Behind the Scenes" displays rare or previously unpub- 
lished color images that peek into the inner workings of the show. “Character 
Cards” contains photographs of the beloved LiS cast (including Billy Mumy, 
still a hot part of the sci-fi universe in Babylon 5). “Preview Cards” will give 
you a preview of the eagerly-awaited upcoming movie. If you’re lucky , you 
might find rare bonus cards, including the ultra-rare “Danger Will Robinson 
Robo-Metallic Card.” Each seven-card pack has a suggested retail price of 
$1.99, and are available in comic book stores, or wherever trading cards are 

phone the Comic Book 



a.unnKMiiirn 




Men in FILMS 



Many of the summer’s biggest block- 
busters are arriving in your video stores: 
>Men in Black: The dynamic duo of Mr. 
Smith and Mr. Jones — Will Smith and 
Tommy Lee Jones, that is — conspired to 
star in the top-grossing film of 1997. Barry 
Sonnenfeld, still hot off directing the hits 
Get Shorty and The Addams Family, 
showed that there was gold in Lowell 
Cunningham’s cult comic book, trans- 
forming it into movie magic. Will Smith’s 
“MIB" music video is included on each 
cassette. Also available in a VHS 
widescreen edition. 

>The Fifth Element: French director 
Luc Besson took Bruce Willis on 
a Die Haid trip to the 
future by casting him as 
Korben Dallas, a New 
York cab driver turned 
hero. Only model Milla 
Jovovich knows the secret 
of saving the world from 
imminent destruction by 
the alien Mangalores. Also 
stalling Gary Oldman, Ian 
Holm, and Chris Tucker. 



>Humanoids From the Deep: The 

B-movie is alive and well, as proven by 
this cheesy sci-fi thriller that revels in its very 
cheesiness. Emma Samms and Justin Walker 
star in this tale of government genetic exper- 
iments run amok, but die true attractions are 
the rubber monster suits, gory splatter 
effects, and campy homages to Jaws, The 
Creature From the 
Black Lagoon, and 
Alien. If you like this 
sort of film, this is tire 
soit of film you’ll like. 
B-movie veterans 
Clint Walker, Robert 
Carradine, and Season 
Hubley also star. 




>The Lost World: Steven Spielberg does 
it again, inviting you for another visit to 
Jurassic Park. Something has survived, 
and Jeff Goldblum continues his role as 
skeptical action hero in the only film ever 
to gross $100 million in five days. This 
videocassette is being promoted on a dedi- 
cated Web site with info on sweepstakes 
and more at http://www.universalstudios. 
com/home/lostworld. 

>Star Trek: The Next Generation: The 
passionate rise and fall of Klingon Officer 
Worf is contained in the “Return to 
Grace” gift set. Four episodes of ST:TNG 
are featured, telling the riveting tale of 
Worf’s fall from grace within the Klingon 
High Council and his eventual rightful 
return. Included are “Sins of the Father," 
“Reunion,” “Redemption,” and “Redemp- 
tion II.” A 4”-tall fully articulated Worf 
action figure is included in its own spe- 
cial display cube with each purchase. 
>Millennium: Two uncut episodes of the 
most anticipated show of the 1996 sea- 
son come to video for the first time. 
Lance Henriksen stars as Frank Black, a 
man with an eerie psychic gift, in “Pilot” 
and “Gehenna.” The cassette also fea- 
tures a special introduction by series 
creator Chris Carter. 






Until his arrest on Stardate 43872.2, Kivas Fajo 
ambitiously collected the greatest artifacts in 
the galaxy— by any means possible. 




Decipher Inc. is pleased to announce a special Star Trek" Customizable Card Game" set named 
after this unique character and his fanatical pursuit of one-of-a-kind objects. This exclusive collection 
will be printed in a numbered, limited edition of 40,000 sets (approximately the same as the 
number of Future Enterprise cards printed). 

The Fajo Collection, just like a Varon-T disruptor, is the ultimate collectible. Decipher has crafted 
eighteen super-rare cards containing some of the most innovative features and gameplay to ever 
appear in a collectible card game. The cards arrive in a presentation binder housed in a protective 
slip cover. Each set contains extraordinary, long-anticipated cards like Guinan and iocutus of Borg, 
as well as many unrivaled artifacts, ships and a variety of other card types. Some of these cards 
are manufactured using unique printing techniques and arguably have some of the most dynamic 
art ever to come out of Decipher's design studio. 

The Fajo Collection contains a certificate of authenticity bearing the signatures of key members of 
Decipher's product development and art teams, a collectible art poster, a Proof-of-Purchase 
certificate good for $1 0 to $30 in rebates from purchases of the First Anthology™, a rules 
supplement covering new gameplay innovations in The Fajo Collection cards and a special discount 
offer on the first uncut sheets ever sold to the general public from the Premiere edition of Star Trek: 
The Next Generation " Customizable Card Game. 

The Fajo Collection will not be available through normal distribution channels. Purchases will be limited 
to 4 sets per household (or retailer). Further information on the projected release date, price and ordering 
instructions will be available soon on Decipher's web site (www.decipher.com). 

miil/mi HD GAME" 

TM & © 1997 Paramount Pictures. All Rights Reserved. Used under authorization by Decipher Inc. TM, ® & © 1997 Decipher Inc., RO. Box 56, Norfolk, VA 23501. All Rights Reserved. 
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It’s been fifty years since f 
saucers first entered the 
public consciousness 
with Kenneth Arnold’s 
famous sighting, and 
since that time, 
they’ve invaded every 
aspect of pop culture. 

Comic books, music, 
games, books — each has suc- 
cumbed to a fascination with the possible visitors from other 
planets. Saucer Attack! by Eric Nesheim and Leif Nesheim 
(General Publishing Group, trade paperback, $16.95, 128 pages ) 
details our communal obsession with UFOs. Hundreds of saucer 
images and objects are collected in full color. The covers of 
Golden Age SF magazines are side by side with garish Hal- 
loween costumes; exploitive movie posters sit nearby classic 
E.C. Comics’ panels. Eric Nesheim, the creator of th eR.I.P 
paranormal card set, is an avid col- 
lector of ’50s pop-culture toys and 
miscellany, and cowrote the book 
with his son. Their quirky volume 
promises “gleaming saucer sight- 
ings, transcendent encounters, 
kinky abductions, slime-tentacled 
marauders, hair raising first-hand 
accounts” — and for the most 
part delivers on these promises. 

Saucer Attack! is a fascinating 
scrapbook of alien paranoia that 
would do The X-Files proud. 
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BABY-lon 5 

DOLLS 

Move over, Barbie! Watch out, Ken! You’re about to face the power of Babylon 5. 
The Los Angeles-based Exclusive Premiere, known for its collectible dolls of the 
casts of GiUigan’s Isla nd, The Dukes of Hazard, The Beverly Hillbillies and 
other cult TV shows, has announced their plans to leave the boundaries of planet 
Earth. They’ve done what the Vorlons could not do, capture the cast and crew of 
Babylon 5, who will shortly be released as lim- 
ited edition collectible dolls. The 9” dolls will 
be released in plenty of time for the Christmas 
season. The six dolls will be released in two differ- 
ent sets. The first grouping, consisting of Captain John 
Sheridan, Ambassador Delenn and Ambassador G’Kar, 
will available only in Toys ’R’ Us Stores nationwide. Only 12,000 
of this trio will be released. The second more limited edition might require the services of one 
of the Psi-Corp to track down. Lennier will be limited to 3,000, while only 2,000 copies each of 
Marcus Cole and Vir will be available. This latter trio will be distributed into specialty shops 
by Diamond Comics. The suggested retail price of these dolls will be under $20.00. For further 
information, check out the Exclusive Premiere website at http://www.exclusivepremiere.com. 
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TO FACE THE 
COMING STORM? 



Dune: Eye of the Storm tells of the strug- 
gle FOR SUPREMACY BETWEEN ENEMY GREAT 

Houses Atreides and Harkonnen. To win, 

YOU MUST ALLY YOUR HOUSE WITH ONE OF THESE 
FACTIONS AND ACCUMULATE WEALTH, SPICE AND 
POLITICAL FAVOR. To SEIZE VICTORY, YOU MUST 
MAKE THE STORM YOUR OWN! 



Available at these fine stores: 
WEST COAST 

lake City Sports Cards • Seattle, WA 
Ron's Coin & Books • Yakima, WA 
Magica West Entertainment • Forest Grove, OR 
The Gathering • Aliso Viejo, CA 
The Other Guy's Cards • Lancaster, CA 



SOUTHWEST/MIDWEST 

Cliff Hanger Collectibles • Incline Village, NV 
Game Warden • Pueblo, CO 
J.R.R. Comics • Evergreen, CO 
Tall Tales Comics • Albuquerque, NM 
The Book Browser 



Houston, TX 
Castle Black • Columbus, OH 



EAST 

Fortress Comics • East Lansing, Ml 
Out of Time Comics, Inc. • Philadelphia, PA 
Flying Carpet Games • Newport, Rl 
Gamz Kingston • Kingston, Rl 



Retailers, we offer 2 to 3 day shipping 
anywhere in the Continental US, 
computerized inventory and 
the complete, in-print, FRP line. 
Contact a sales representative at 

(800) SOS-GAME! 

Dune copyright 1997 Universal City Studios Inc. Licensed by Universal Studios Licensing Inc. All Rights Reserved. 

Dune™ & © 1965 Herbert Partnership Limited. ©1984 Dino de Laurentis Corp. ©1997 Last Unicorn Games. 
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Movies 

By Dan Perez 



Sigourney Weaver brings Ripley to life 
as Alien Resurrection explodes into theaters. 




ABOVE: In Alien 
Resurrection, it’s dif- 
ficult to tell just 
where Ripley 
( Sigourney Weaver) 
ends and the aliens 
begin. 



I T’S BEEN FIVE YEARS SINCE WE WATCHED LT. ELLEN 
Ripley plunge into a vat of molten lead, clutching 
an alien Queen chestburster, in David Fincher’s 
moody, depressing Alien 3. It was a low spot for 
the franchise: After the exhilaration of James 
Cameron’s 1986 Aliens, many fans were dismayed at 
the offscreen deaths of popular characters Hicks and 
Newt, and the spectacular onscreen demise of Ripley, 
the driving force of the films since Ridley Scott’s 1979 
Alien. Word was that Sigourney Weaver was done with 
the series, hence the death scene. 

But in the tradition of Godzilla, Obi-wan Kenobi, and 
other popular characters, death proved to be only a slight 
impediment to Ripley, who is back (and still played by 
Sigourney Weaver, much to the delight of fans) in the 
appropriately titled Alien Resuirection, directed by Jean- 
Pierre Jeunet ( Delica tessen and City of Lost Children). 
And thanks to that most popular of movie technologies, 
cloning, Ripley is not only back, she’s faster, stronger, and 
well, a bit more alien than she’d care to be. It seems that 
after seven attempts to clone Ripley from a blood sample 
and get the prized alien Queen gestating inside her, num- 
ber eight produces a Ripley whose human DNA is mixed 
with alien DNA, giving her some special insight into the 
menacing creatures, along with a serious identity crisis. 
The plot device by screenwriter Joss Wheedon (Toy 
Story, Buffy the Vampire Slayer) is also what drew 
Weaver back to the franchise. 

“I didn’t want Ripley to keep waking up in space and 
crying ‘Alien!’,” says Weaver. “To present her in a way we 
knew her from the previous films did not interest me. But 



I missed Ripley and I’m glad to 
come back to her — with the 
chance to give her a whole new 
persona and the series fresh oxy- 
gen. What really drew me into the 
part was the idea of Ripley sud- 
denly existing with a clean slate, 
only to discover she is not what we 
expect In Alien Resuirection, Rip- 
ley doesn’t have to do the right 
thing and stand up for the good 
and the right — all things she’s 
done in the past. That’s very liber- 
ating, as a character and an actor.” 
“Being asked to do an Alien 
movie is like being offered the 
Grail,” says Joss Wheedon. I hap- 
pen to be one of those diehard 
Alien fans. I grew up on them. 
Being a fan helps because I was 
one of those guys sitting on my 
couch saying, They should let me 
write an Alien movie.’ And they 
did, so I had the opportunity to 
really sit down and think how to 
satisfy myself as a fan? That helps 
me to keep my eye on the ball, in terms of keeping the 
action exciting and inserting unexpected twists, playing 
off what we know about the aliens and what we expect 
from them. I had to figure out two things,” he continues. 
“What on Earth can I do that’s new with an Alien movie 
and remain tme to the genre and two: Ilow on Earth do 
I bring Ripley back?” 

Cloning Ripley provided a wealth of possibilities, 
including, Wheedon says, “a new, detached, ironic per- 
spective. She really has seen it all; done everything, 
including die. She is emotionally engaged in what is going 
on, obviously, but at the same time she has this detach- 
ment that lends itself to a kind of black humor.” 

The bulk of the story takes place on a space research 
station called the Auriga and a mercenary/smuggler ship 
called the Betty. The Weyland-Yutani company from the 
previous films has been replaced by a new organization 
that wants access to the alien queen, which is removed 
from the cloned Ripley. Then the scientists and soldiers 
of the Auriga must team up with the mercenary crew of 
the Betty to battle a sinister new threat bent on getting to 
Eart h: a half-alien, half-human mutation called the New- 
born. Other cast members include Winona Ryder, Ron 
Perlman, Dan Hedaya, J.E. Freeman, Brad Dourif, and 
Michael Wincott. Ryder plays an enigmatic mechanic 
named Annalee Call, who may be the instrument of Rip- 
ley’s redemption or the weapon of her destruction. Ryder, 
a self-described “science fiction fanatic,” notes that Alien 
was an influential film to her. “I was nine or ten when I 
went to see the first Alien,” she recalls. “I’d never seen a 
woman as the hero. I wanted to be Ripley. It made a huge 
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“...These are your sons and your 
daughters, whose loyalty has never 
wavered, whose belief in the 
Alliance has forced us to take 
extraordinary means. 



Take the Babylon 5 experience to the next level! 
The producers of this award-winning television 
series invite you to become a member of the 
Official Babylon 5 Fan Club. For information on 
obtaining a collectable membership kit, member- 
only benefits and discounts on licensed Babylon 5 
merchandise, call toll free: 8BB-777-B517 
or visit us at: 



The Official Babylon 5 Fan Club 
P.O. Box 856 

North Hollywood, CA 91603 



For justice, for peace, for the 
future... 

we have came home. 



Jt 



-John Sheridan 





ABOVE: The FX crew on Alien Resurrection made sure that the returning creatures are more jrigiitening man ever buluyv. wmonu 
Ryder (Call), Raymond Crus (Dislephano), Kim Flowers (Hilliard), Sigourney Weaver ■ (Ripley) and Leland Orser (Puruis) in peril. 



impact on me, so I had to do the new film. 
We’re all fans of the series and everyone had 
a wonderful I-can’t-befieve-that-we’re-in-this- 
movie attitude.” 

Despite the action-adventure elements of 
the film, Ryder was attracted to other aspects 
of her character. “I appreciated the fact that 
Call isn’t ultraviolent,” she says. “She’s more 
of a cerebral character, she uses her head to 
get out of difficult situations. She has a sur- 
prisingly humane aspect as well.” 

French director Jean-Pierre Jeunet, (Deli- 
catessen and City of Lost Children ) was 
reportedly disinterested in directing Ameri- 
can feature films, but Fox executives who 
admired his movies approached him with 
Alien Resurrection anyway. The director had 
been impressed with the Alien movies and 
accepted the job. “It was veiy personal to 
me,” states Jeunet of the film. “This repre- 
sents the first time I’ve directed a film I 
haven’t written, but after I read the script I 
knew I wanted to do it, because it touched 
me.” It helped that there were elements in 
Alien Resurrection that were similar to those 
in Jeunet’s earlier films: a motley crew of out- 
casts struggling to survive in a futuristic set- 
ting, a dark view of science and technology, 
underwater sequences and cloning. “It’s true 
that several aspects of this movie are similar 
to my other movies,” he confirms. “I think 
maybe it wasn’t by chance that I was offered 
this film. In fact, filming some of tire shots for 
Alien Resurrection , I realized I had com- 
posed similar shots in Delicatessen and City 
of Lost Children. ” 

After reading the script, Jeunet flew to 
America to meet with Sigourney Weaver and 
Winona Ryder. “I was very interested in work- 
ing with Sigourney,” he says, “and I’ve been 
completely flabbergasted by her work on this 
film. I often became a spectator watching her 



on set and I had to stop myself from clapping 
at the end of a take. My job was just to show 
her in the best possible way: to go in her 
direction. But the acting came from her.” 

“What I love about Jean-Pierre," says 
Weaver,” is that he is not interested in guns 
and blood. I greatly admire his black sense of 
humor; he gives everything a weird curve. I 
was not interested in the obvious, and Jean- 
Pierre allowed me to completely work off my 
weirdest instincts.” 

Ryder was also impressed with the direc- 
tor. “Jean-Pierre is one of the most original 
visual stylists of our time,” she says. “ Alien 
Resurrection is unlike any of the other 
Alien films. The element of fear that he 
brings in is in a way very European: It’s 
darker and more frightening.” 

“Winona is an actress who works directly 
from instinct,” says Jeunet. “She comes on 
the set completely relaxed and when we say 



roll, she is a force of concentration, focused 
on the immediate scene — no rehearsals are 
required. This instinctual way of working is 
a rare quality usually found only in children. 
The most interesting part of her perfor- 
mance is that although the character has 
lethal intentions, she didn’t play her as cold. 
She was the anti-Terminator.” 

One unusual scene shot for the film became 
known to cast and crew as “the Basketball 
Shot.” In the scene, Ripley is relaxing by 
shooting some hoops in the Auriga gym. 
where she is joined by the crew of the Betty. 
A melee erupts, and Ripley subdues the crew 
armed only with her determination, incredi- 
ble speed and a basketball. “It absolutely 
obsessed me,” Weaver says of the shot. “It 
really meant a lot to me to try to transform 
that scene because otherwise it’s just this 
woman beating up guys. I wanted to be much 
lighter than that.” 
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Toward that end, Weaver trained rigorously 
for two weeks with former UCLA basketball 
player Nigel Miguel, who taught her lay-ups, 
hook shots, and complex dribbling routines. 
It all paid off on the set when Weaver sunk 
what she laughingly describes as “a no-look 
three-pointer. Next to my wedding day and 
the birth of my daughter, the basketball shot 
was the greatest moment of my life.” 

Ron Perlman, who appeared in Jeunet’s 
City of Lost Children, plays Johner, a quick- 
witted, intimidating smuggler. He describes a 
tense sequence that required shooting in a 
custom-built, 548,000-gallon water tank on 
the Fox lot. “We have to get from one side of 
the ship to the other and the only way to get 
there is through this kitchen that we come to 
find out is flooded. So it’s this long swim, dur- 
ing which the stakes get raised because we 
are now pursued in a very active way, which 
we come to find out in the middle of this 
water sequence. So we start out doing a nice 
calm swim across this thing, and then, 
halfway through, we’re starting to get eaten. 
And it took three weeks to shoot that. It was 
very, very challenging. I saw God about five 
times. I ran out of air. In trying to do the swim 
and just the sheer physical activity of what- 
ever shot we were doing, along with the 
excitement of expelling air and being pur- 
sued, it was pretty eye-opening. But at the end 
of the day, nobody got hurt.” 

While Alien Resurrection will utilize all the 




ABOVE: Ripley on familiar ground — 
trying to again lead unbelievers to safety. 

traditional special effects techniques that have 
augmented the series, this will be the first film 
in the franchise to add computer-generated 
aliens, which will be used along with state-of- 
the-art puppets of various scales and alien 
suits to realize the lethal organisms. The alien 



Queen returns, of course, but initially the pro- 
duction company had trouble finding the full- 
sized puppet for her. The molds were tied up 
in storage and the original had vanished. Act- 
ing on a tip from Aliens director James 
Cameron, the crew located a spare life-sized 
Queen in the extensive movie prop collection 
of Bob Bums. In addition to creating the aliens 
for the movie, Alien effects veterans Tom 
Woodruff, Jr. and Alec Gillis had the task of 
creating the new menace known as the New- 
born, which is an unsettling combination of 
human and alien features. Creating it, 
Woodruff notes, “was a lot of fun, and Jeau- 
Pierre gave us a tremendous amount of free- 
dom. We’d present him with sketches and art- 
work and he chose the direction from that. 
We’d continue to hone it over many, many 
weeks of drawings and sculptures, small-scale 
maquett.es that would show him the concept 
in three dimensions, so that we had a chance 
to really look at it and study it to find out if it 
answered everybody’s needs, as far as what 
the creature needed to do, and in terms of 
evoking a response in the audience.” 

If you want to know even more, Twenti- 
eth Century-Fox has set up an outstanding 
official Web site for Alien Resuirection, 
which features trailers, slide shows, inter- 
views with actors and even pictures of the 
dailies shot for the film, all in an attractive 
format. Visit the site at http://www.ahen- 
resurrection.com. □ 
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0BLA30Ni„c 



NAME (PRINT) 


P.O.BOX 93665 


ADDRESS (Includo Apt., Unit or Sulla) 


VOICE: 213 850 5225 


CITY 


KRONOVECTA 


STATE (CAL add 8.25% Sola Tat) ZIP CODE 


X $149.95 


CHARGE TO MY CD VISA CD MASTERCARD 


KRONOTEKO 


1 1 r mI'm i i i i i i i i 


. X $149.95 


LU LJJ 


PRICES ARE U.S. J Delivery. Contact 
OBLAGON, Inc lor foreign rates 



SIGNATURE (and Phone number on oil credit card Xrharge. vialt OUT wob site at: 

Mil Mil 11 I II www.sydmead.com 




kronoteko 



OF SYD MEAD 



30 






Alien Agendas', - 
Political Intrigue 
Storsiiip Combat . 
Galactic Exploration 



<S«@ 

Systems Enc. 



anti © 1997 Warner Bros. 



The Component Game System is ™ and © 1997 Component Game Systems inc. 



CB5-101 Babylon 5, Component Game System (2 to 4 players) 2258 Edition S29.95 OCT 1997 CoreSet! 

Can your ambassador outwit the representatives of the other races in this fast-paced component board game. The size of your empire’s 
economy and battle fleet will dictate your victory. Sway the Babylon 5 crew to your aid. The core set contains Earth Alliance, Minbari, Narn 
Regime and Centauri Republic forces. Enough for 4 players. LIMITED EDITION! (to be replaced with CB5102 2259 Edition soon). 

CB5-501 Earth Alliance CGS Starter Kit* 2258 Edition $12.95 OCT 1997 Subset of CB5-1 01 

CB5-511 Minbari CGS Starter Kit* 2258 Edition SI 2.95 OCT 1997 Subset of CB5-1 01 

CB5-521 Centauri Republic CGS Starter Kit* 2258 Edition SI 2.95 OCT 1997 Subset of CB5-1 01 

CB5-531 Narn Regime CGS Starter Kit* 2258 Edition SI 2.95 OCT 1997 Subset of CB5-1 01 

CB5-542 Shadows CGS Starter Kit* 2259 Edition S12.95 DEC 1997 All New! 

CB5-552 Vorlon Empire CGS Starter Kit* 2259 Edition SI 2.95 DEC 1997 All New! 

CB5-562 Psi-Corps CGS Starter Kit* 2259 Edition SI 2.95 JAN 1998 All New! 

CB5-572 League of Non-Aligned Worlds CGS Starter Kit* 2259 Edition SI 2.95 JAN 1998 All New! 

Available From Fine Distributors and Retailers Everywhere! * i starter Kit required per player 



Component Gome Systems Inc., PO Box 70, Stamford, NY 12167 



1 - 607 - 652-2378 




Hypnotic sphere bathes your room or office in 
changing colored moonlight. 

Waves of soft light flow over its unbroken surface, 
transforming from seductive cool blue-greens to warm yellows 
and back again! Turn off your room lights and relax, alone or 
with company. Set it on your night table for a romantic 
evening. Let it cany’ you into dreams and contemplation. At 
work, on your desk or bookshelf, everyone will ask where they 
can get one, too! Over 15" in diameter. AC powered, with a 
shatter- resistant globe. Turn it off and the smooth alabaster 
finish is in itself a celestial sculpture. A magical out-of-this- 
world addition to any setting - at a very' down to earth price. 
■ The Moonlight Change-Lamp, #ML-662 $49.95 Two for 
$89.90 #ML-PR, Save $10! 

Also a calming and wonderful night light 
that will completely enthrall your children. 





U.S. designed 3-in-1 night scope! Leaps light 
years ahead of other scopes. Even hooks to 
camera and camcorder. 

The first U.S. designed multi-task NV scope ever built. 
Look through it. There is nothing like it in the world. 

Powerful 90mm 1.2 optical lens system has 3x magnification with 
up to 35,000.\ light gain - all at startling clarity'. Built-in illuminator 
is also revolutionary. On the blackest nights you still see ! Optional adapter 
lets you connect it to any 35mm camera or any camcorder with a macro-lens 
(nearly 98% of all camcorders). Lens-doubler boosts magnification to a 
whopping 6x - even faraway deer or buildings are brought up close. 

Originally developed for military use, the MO-2 is the absolute edge in home 
or business security-, nature study, or just seeing what the neighborhood is up 
to. Measures 2.75” x 8.5". Focus as close a 1 foot or out to infinity. 3v 
super-long-life lithium battery' included. Weather-proof. With a remarkable 
2 year manufacturer’s warranty. 

■ AMT MO-2 Jaguar Night Scope, #MO-2 $369.00 

■ Optional Camera/Camcorder Adapter, #M2-CA $59.95 

■ Optional 6x Lens Doubler, #M2-DL $44.95 

Free with the Jaguar: deluxe padded carrying case - a $25.00 value! 
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Check out all these great ways 
to use the phenomenal new 
Jaguar scope. 



From the original Lytcorino Ordnance Factory. The last of 
Russia’s restricted issue spy glasses. 

Originally designed for the KGB. All steel and ABS micro-binoculars fold away 
to disappear into palm or shirt pocket. Yet super advanced coatings and big 2.5 
power x 17.5 mm yields super-clarity-, even in low-light conditions. Hunting, 
sports events, concerts, nature study, or surveillance. Now get the powerful 1.5" 
long cold-war edge. 

■ Dual Focus KGB Micro-Binoculars #R-215 $29.95 

Comes with Russian documentation, and can be used reversed as low power microscope. 
Complete with its own weatherproof case. Hurry comrade, supplies limited. 
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Make your 
point at light 
speed. 






The Bullet Laser is 
brighter, more compact, and 
more powerful than ever. With 
next-generation diodes, electronics and 
crystal optics. Project a vivid ruby dot up to 
300 feet away, even in daylight. Great for 
meetings, job sites, driving the neighbors crazy, 
or watching pets run up walls. Class III 
certification meets all safety- standards. 

Long-life powered by one AAA battery, 
included. Get the edge in real laser power. 

■ Bullet Laser. An astonishing 
breakthrough in laser sizing technology, 
just 2'k" small! Click your keys to the 
included snap ring. 

#401 5-T silver, #401 6-T black, $59.95 each. 



Satisfaction Guaranteed or Your Money Back. 





Own the most hassle-busting tool ever invented. 

Just push the Gator Grip over any nut, and feel it snap free. 

Gator Grip’s revolutionary socket multi-rods are spring 
driven. Conform and lock onto any shape. Rods adjust 
automatically, reset when you’re done. Even rusted, broken, 
stripped, or frozen nuts give way to Gator Grip. Eye-nuts, hexes, 
oddballs, no problem. Plus, unlike square-pin imitators, Gator Grip’s 
round-rods will not slip, and will not strip nuts. You save a fortune 
on other tools, and band-aids, too. Replaces all other wrenches X" to 
X"! Included power-adaptor even turns your drill into a power 
Gator! Keep one at home, and one in the glove box. You may just 
save the day. 

■ The Gator Grip Universal Socket Set, #2384-W $34.95 



Sports viewing 
or competition. 



• Shooting or 
archery. 

• Surveillance or 
nature study. 



Your nightvision suddenly seems to 
zoom further ahead on the road! 

The glare of oncoming lights, road haze, or 
reflection. These are night hazards that impair your 
driving skills. Slip on a pair of Pursuit 2000 's. Drivers hare 
been astonished at the difference. Cars ahead, road signs, cross streets, all appear dearer. 

Pursuit 2000’s have also proven themselves in daylight, for competition driving, 
surveillance, or open Add sports or shooting. Sharpness and depth perception will make 
you toss your old sunglasses out. Precision lenses filter out hazardous UV and blue rays. 
Aviator nylon frames are rugged in die fidd, and so light you’ll hardly know you’re 
wearing them. For men or women. 

■ Pursuit 2000 Night/Day Glasses #ND-400 $24.95 

Each in a special velvet lined case. If they ever break within a year 
of purchase, we will replace them absolutely free. 



Get one for your wife, too, and let harassing callers think 
a mighty odd sounding man is at home. 
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“Sorry, Mr. Jones is not in. 
This is Lucille, his secretary, may I help you?” 



New micro- 
size voice 
disguiser 
even works 
with pay phones. 

Here’s just some of the 
things you can do with our 
new palm-sized voice 
changer: fool your friends, 
confuse your enemies, be 
your own secretary, make 
anonymous calls for 
business or security 
reasons, or protect women 
and children home alone. 



Unlike our desk-top voice-changers, the Micro- Disguiser has no modular hook-ups! 
Slip it from your pocket and place it over any phone’s mouth piece! Miniature 
electronics alter your voice through three mechanical toned sales, high to low. 
Extreme settings sound hilarious, and mid-range will fool your own mother. Try one! 

■ Shirt Pocket Micro Voice-Disguiser #VC-168 $39.95 




Control your TV and VCR from a 
galaxy far, far away. 

Now harness the force to change channels, 
volume and more. Collector’s recreation of Luke’s 
Light Sabre has an on-board electronic brain. Knows 
all the codes for hundred of brands of TVs, VCRs, 
cablcboxes - even dish compatible. Press the buttons 
and hear four different Star Wars sounds as you 
explore the galaxy for entertainment. Also has auto- 
search, last channel recall, and memory retention! 

■ Light-Sabre Universal Remote Control 
#SW-3651 $39.95. 
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is backed up byoftstron-clad, no-risk guarantee. You will be completely satisfied or your money back. 

the hottest gifts, tool^and unique stuff in the world. Now for a limited time, call for a free issue! 



Science 

By R. Michael Hard and Charles Sheffield 



If you think that today’s computers 
are advanced, wait until you see tomorrow’s 




ABOVE: Someday, 
computers will 
advance to the stage 
where they will be 
able to recreate the 
human mind. Art 
by Luis Royo. 



O NCE, COMPUTERS WERE THE STUFF OF EITHER 
dreams or science fiction, and now they are an 
everyday reality, helping us each live our fives 
in myriad ways. Yet only a generation ago, computers 
were rare and primitive. We thought it useful to speak to 
two men who lived through those times to get their views 
on computing’s past — and future. 

R. Michael Hord is currently a member of the senior staff 
at DBA Systems Inc. in Fairfax, VA. Previously he was the 
director of High Performance Computing for the Aero- 
space Group, General Electric Co., in which capacity he 
directed research and development activities employing 
a variety of advanced parallel architecture computers on 
applications ranging from image processing and acoustic 
signal analysis to military information systems. His forth- 
coming book, Understanding Parallel Supercomputing 
from IEEE Press will be his eighth. With more than 50 
technical papers to his credit, he is a national leader in 
high-performance computing, a field he has focused on 
since the ILLIAC IV, the first parallel supercomputer, in 
1975. Charles Sheffield is the chief scientist of Earth Satel- 
lite Corporation, and since 1968 his principal career has 
been in the development and use of spacebome and 
Earth-based imaging systems. He is tire author of best-sell- 
ing books of both science fact and science fiction. His 



most recent novels are Convergence and Putting Up 
Roots. 

SHEFFIELD: I began closer to tire beginning of com- 
puting than I wish I had. I started to program a machine 
that had only 400 words (1,600 bytes) of main memoiy. 
The backup memory was 32,000 bytes. And that was it. If 
you exceeded that, you had to go to punch cards as out- 
put and feed them back in. Also, it took forever to write 
programs. I think I would have been better to have stalled 
10 years later, when there were things like Fortran avail- 
able to help people write in a higher-level language. Today, 
I consider that everybody is really spoiled, because we 
have all sorts of high level languages and all sorts of other 
helpful goodies. However, I didn’t know that when I 
started. I thought I was there with something miraculous. 
And in retrospect, I probably was, though things have 
gone enormously further than I thought they would in 
1958 or 1959. 

HORD: The experience didn’t get much better by ’63 
when I did my fust computing. I was taking a course at the 
University of Maryland in astrophysics and we had to 
compute Uus model solar atmosphere, which was a recur- 
sive computation, and we had to use lots of logarithms by 
hand. Eveiybody was off on their own trying to get the 
answer right, and nobody came in with the same answer. 
Until they allowed that there was a computer on campus, 
and we could at least examine the intermediate results for 
consistency. So we wrote our first program. But by that 
time we did have Fortran. And Fortran was so much bet- 
ter than anything that had gone before that it’s still around 
today. The machine still.had a lot of primitive aspects — 
there were punched cards or paper tape with holes in it 
instead of having diskettes. But the point is it was so much 
better than anything that had gone before that we thought 
we were in Heaven. 

SHEFFIELD: When I began, there were assemblers but 
not compilers; which is to say, we had no high-level lan- 
guage, we just had something to let us write a relocatable 
program. I’m reminded of a Monty Python sketch, in 
which the old fogies are saying, “But you try and tell the 
young people that today, and do they believe you? No, of 
course they don’t!” We consider, as living fossils I suppose, 
that people today are remarkably spoiled. We used to get 
one debug shot per day on the computer. Imagine waiting 
24 hours to see what foolish error of logic you made. I 
don’t think people today would stand for that. They want 
instant feedback. Of course, we get it now. 

HORD: One of the great early computer heroes was this 
fellow at Los Alamos who was running one of the 24-hour 
programs to get one answer out. The machines were enor- 
mously expensive, and you really had to have a lot of influ- 
ence to get access at all. He got his answers back after 24 
hours of computing, and he looked at it, and he decided 
it wasn’t right Something had gone awry in the computer. 
So he had to go to his bosses and persuade them to give 
him yet another enormous fortune to run the program 
over again in the hopes that the computer would not have 
Con tinued on page 92 
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BY SCOTT MACKAY 
Illustration by John K. Snyder III 




As we burst apart, Geoffrey Deighton at first tried to expel our seeds through a series 
of respiratory spasms; but as we burrowed more deeply into his lungs his sneezing 
stopped and he quickly learned to accept us. He tapped our gourd a few times, sur- 
prised by how hard it was, and how suddenly we had sprayed him with it. He backed 
away. As we took hold of his mind, we began to understand his worry. What was his 
father going to say? His father wasn’t going to like us, not so close to the corn. Geof- 
frey tapped us a few more times and headed to the farmhouse. His mother and father were 
sitting at the kitchen table. We learned their names, Alan and Eileen, through Geoffrey’s subconscious. 



“Dad,” said Geoffrey, “there’s something in the yard I think you 
should see ... some kind of weed.” 

Alan looked at his son.“Geoffrey, it can’t be a weed,” he said. Alan 
coaxed a patient smile to his face. “We’ve just had the first frost. 
You've got more farm sense than that. You know a weed won’t grow 
after the first frost.” 

The boy’s cheeks turned red. “Dad, I think you should come and 
look at this,” he said. 

Alan’s eyes narrowed in consternation as he glanced at Eileen. 

“All right, Geoffrey,” said Alan. He put liis hand on the boy’s shoul- 
der. “If you say there’s a weed out in the yard, there’s a weed.” He rose 
from his seat. “Let’s go have a look.” 

As they stepped out onto the back step, we watched Alan Deighton 
through Geoffrey’s eyes. And we saw that he was surprised. He 
approached our primary colony, his mouth slightly open, his eyes 



widening. When he reached our primary colony, he peered at our top, 
inspected the small hole there, tried to see inside. We were nearly as 
tall as he was. He turned to his son and put his hands on his hips. 
“And you just found it here?” said Alan. 

“Yes, sir,” said Geoffrey. 

Alan stared at us again and we saw apprehension in his eyes. He lifted 
his boot and tried to push us over, but we were too sturdy. He gave us 
a kick but that didn’t budge us either. He looked at his son, then at us. 

“This is ... bizarre,” he said. He gestured at us. “How can it just 
grow like this when it’s so cold? And what’s that little sack there?” 

“I don’t know, sir,” said the boy. “Can we keep it, sir?” 

“No we cannot," said Alan, spacing the words. “I don’t want it 
spreading to the com.” He tapped our gourd. “Hard as a rock,” he 
said. “I don’t know how it can take root like that overnight.” He turned 
to Geoffrey. “Son, run to the tool shed and get my axe.” 



37 



Ian hooked the chain around us and 
attached the other end to his tractor. Geof- 
frey sat on the back steps in his snow suit. 

We watched Alan through Geoffrey’s eyes. 

Alan climbed to his tractor and put it in gear. The mechanical behe- 
moth chugged, lurched forward, but did nothing to budge us. As the 
tractor’s tires dug into the snow, the chain snapped. Alan cut the 
engine, jumped from the seat, and lifted the chain. 

“Goddamn,” he muttered. 

A white pick-up truck pulled into tire yard. We got off the steps and 
hurried across the yard to see who it was. The lettering along the side 
of tire truck said Department of Agriculture. Geoffrey peered into the 
cab and saw Gary Henshaw behind the wheel. 

Gary Henshaw got out of the pick-up truck, his glasses fogging over 
in the cold, and stared at our primary colony. 

“Morning, Mr. Henshaw,” said Geoffrey. 

Gary at first didn’t acknowledge the boy, continued to stare at us; 
but then his stare broke, he patted the boy’s head, and he said, “Looks 
like you got Jack’s beanstalk growing here, Geoffrey.” 

“We sure do,” said Geoffrey. 

Alan marched over from his broken chain, smiling, neighborly. “You 
got through OK?” he said, shaking Gary’s hand. 

“The plows went through an hour ago,” said Gary. He looked at us 
again. “You weren’t kidding, were you?” 

Alan looked at us. “Isn’t it the darnedest tiling you ever saw?" said 
Alan. “And growing green as grass in all this snow. I just busted my 
best chain trying to yank that big one out.” 

“And the herbicide didn’t work?” said Gary. 

“Not the ones I’ve tried. Wouldn’t bum either. I was going to ask, 
maybe Dupont has something in trials right now, I thought maybe 
you could try it on this.” 

From down the county road we now heard another vehicle. 

“And you couldn’t dig it out?” said Gary. 

“Nope," said Alan. “It’s got a root system that goes all the way to 
China” 

We stopped listening to the two men and turned our attention to 
the vehicle coming down the road. 

We ran as far as the crabapple tree and watched Geoffrey’s mother 
— our mother — turn in the drive. We were excited. We knew our 
mother was bringing back Butch from the vet’s, and we couldn’t wait 
to see our dog. 

Eileen stopped next to the crabapple tree. She had a smile on her 
face. In the back seat we saw Butch, prancing around, as excited as 
could be, with a big white bandage across his chest where the lump 
had been. 

Eileen let down the back power window. Then she opened the back 
door and out jumped Butch. He instantly leaped for us, licking our 
face, his tail wagging furiously. 

“Back at last,” said Eileen. 

We hugged the dog. “So what did Dr. Ahmed say?” we asked. 

Eileen glanced at the two men, then back at us. “He says Butch has 
to take some pills for a while, but other than that he’s going to be just 
fine.” She glanced at the two men again. “I see we’ve got company,” 
she said. “I better put coffee on.” 

As Eileen drove away toward the house, we raced down the drive 
back to the yard with Butch. 

“You see all the new trees we’ve got, Butch?” said Geoffrey. “I guess 
you’ll be in dog heaven now, won’t you?” 

Butch barked a reply. 

When we got back, the men were continuing their discussion. 

“What are those pink parts?” asked Gary. “Almost like a dewlap, or 
something.” 

Butch began to explore us. 

“I don’t know,” said Alan. “But they’ve been getting bigger for 
the past week.” We were full of the products of pollination again, 
and with the dog running wildly about us we couldn’t contain 
ourselves. 



Our spouts opened and out came our ejecta, thousands of vermil- 
ion seeds caught in the wind, tumbling into tire snow, snagging in 
Butch’s fur, flying up his nose, each of us making a delicious poof as 
our throats collapsed and turned gray in ultimate gratification. 

“What was that?" asked Gary. 

“I don’t know,” said Alan. “Butch! Butch, get away from there.” 

But all Butch could do was sneeze and sneeze. 

Gary knelt and had a look at our seeds as they drifted across the 
snow. Then he went to Iris truck and got Iris lab kit He retrieved a few 
of the seeds with a pair of tweezers and put them in a plastic bag. 

Meanwhile, we had a new perspective on the world, a canine per- 
spective. 

“You said you had a sample for me,” said Gary. 

Alan pulled a crumpled paper bag from Iris pocket. “I guess it’s 
bark,” he said. “I managed to get a chunk off with nry axe tire first day. 
Since then, I can’t make a scratch. I’ve ordered a case of blasting 
powder from Lyall’s; it should be here in a couple days.” 

Gary opened the bag and looked at the bark. “Hnrmnr,” he said. “It 
almost looks like rock, doesn’t it?” 

Alan nodded. “That’s what I thought,” he said, shrugging. 

“See what your lab boys think.” 



eoffrey lay in the hospital; we were still 
having a hard time getting through, 
couldn’t explain to him that this was a 

necessary part of the change: the high fever, nausea, and fits. Alan and 
Eileen stood over their son. 

“I wish he’d have told us sooner," said Alan. 

“He’s just a boy, Al,” said Eileen. 

“We got a lot of poison plants in the world, Eileen,” said Alan. “And 
you’ve just got to look at those beanstalks to know they’re up to no 
good.” 

We watched Alan and Eileen through Geoffrey’s eyes, and we tried 
to speak through his mouth, but our mind was swimming in the heat 
of Geoffrey’s fever. 

“Mom?" we said. 

Eileen leaned toward us and took our hand in hem. 

“You’re awake, Geoffrey,” she said. 

We managed a small nod. We wanted her to know that we would 
get through this. 

Dr. Carmichael came into the room. He was wealing a white lab 
coat, and a stethoscope hung around his neck. 

“How’s our patient?” he asked. 

“He just woke up,” said Eileen. She turned back to us. “You gave 
us an awful scare, son.” 

Dr. Carmichael squeezed his way through the couple and looked 
at us, his expression neutral. He put his stethoscope into his ears and 
listened to our chest in three different places, his eyes swinging to the 
left as he contemplated what he heard. Then he palpitated our 
abdomen and we giggled because it tickled, and we watched Eileen 
and Alan smile in relief. The doctor stared at us. Through Geoffrey's 
eyes, we saw a small knit come to his brow, and we knew he was 
puzzled. He turned to Alan and Eileen. 

“Look, folks,” he said, “we really don’t know what this is.” 

“It’s those darned beanstalks,” muttered Alan. 

The doctor stared at Alan; Dr. Carmichael had listened patiently 
to Alan’s theories about us. Like any good doctor, he stuck to what 
he knew. 

“His urine’s clean, the chest x-ray revealed some congestion, noth- 
ing serious, maybe the beginnings of bronchitis.” The doctor shook 
his head. “It’s Iris blood we don’t like. We’ve found ... I don’t know 
what to call it . . . but there seems to be a process going on, carbon- 
hydrogen molecules piggy-backing onto the red blood cells, the 
monocytes shutting off, not forming macrophages .... I’m sony, I’m 
getting technical ... but to put it plainly, his body’s natural defenses 
don’t seem to be fighting these carbon-hydrogen .... I don’t know . . . 
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and so they’re just multiplying, and there’s nothing in there that's 
stopping them. By rights, your son should be a lot sicker, but some- 
how ... ” He pondered the problem, tapping his lips with Inis index 
finger. “I’m going to send some samples to a friend of mine at the 
Sloan-Kettering in New York. He specializes in blood diseases. Well 
see what he says.” 

Tears collected in our mother’s eyes. “So it’s serious, then?” she 
said, barely able to get the words out. 

Dr. Carmichael shrugged. “Every so often we get something 
new, Mrs. Deighton,” he said. “I think this must be something new. 
He’s not critically ill and I don’t think he’s in any immediate dan- 
ger, but I’d like to keep him here for a few days to see what devel- 
ops. Would that be OK?” 

She nodded. “Whatever you think, doctor." 

“And I want the two of you to go home and get some rest.” He 
turned to Alan. “ We can’t have you getting sick when your son is 
going to need you.” 



Ian walked through the cornfield, kick- 
ing aside the yellowed chaff. We were 
coming up everywhere now. 

He stopped when he was halfway to the swimming hole and looked 
at Butch. We were watching him through Butch’s eyes. 

“Did they get you too, Butch?” he asked. We made a small whining 
sound. “I saw you get sprayed, just like Geoffrey. Are you going to up 
and get sick?” He gave one of our small brothers a kick, then con- 
tinued walking. “I don’t know what it takes,” he said. “The way tilings 
are, I might as well sell.” His breath was clouding over in the cold. 
“But I’m damned if I’m going to sell, Butch. Farming’s my whole life.” 
Our head turned and our ears perked up, and we heard the 
sound of Gary Henshaw’s pick-up truck out on the road. Alan 
Deighton heard it a few seconds later. He stopped, turned, 
squinted across the sun-bright snow, and walked quickly through 
the com toward the yard. 

When we got to the yard, we saw Gary Henshaw. He was with 
another man. The two men got out of the truck and we went to sniff 
the stranger. We experienced distinct misgivings about the stranger; 
we thought we might have seen this stranger before, or at least some- 
one like him. He was dressed in a suit and tie, and wore a pair of 
brogues. 

“Alan, I’d like you to meet Ian Olliff,” said Gary. “He’s with the 
Department. From Washington.” 

Alan stared at the man, sizing him up, and shook his hand. 

“You’ve come to look at my ... my problem,” said Alan. 

The man smiled, revealing nothing. “That I have,” he said. He 
glanced toward our primary colony, then toward the smaller colonies 
out in tire field. He turned to Gaiy. “Gary, I’m just going to go have a 
look. Wiry don’t you give Mr. Deighton the lab results?” 

“Sure,” said Gary. 

Ian Olliff walked into the field. The two other men stared after him. 
“Who is he?” asked Alan. “He doesn’t look like a Department man.” 
Gary Henshaw shrugged. “I’m not sure that he is,” he said. “But 
he’s government, you can tell by the way he dresses.” 

“And you have tire lab results?” asked Alan. 

Gaiy nodded. “Yep,” he said. “And they’re ... what can I say, Alan, 
they’re weird.” He glanced toward the field and gestured at our pri- 
mary colony. “These things ... these beanstalks, as you call them ... 
they’re mainly made of carbon and hydrogen, and ... well, they’re 
like polymers. Super-hard. We don’t know how that works. But this 
carbon, the way it’s combining with tire hydrogen, the strength of it 
. . . there might be some potential here ... if we could somehow cul- 
tivate it, we might have an extremely useful material.” 

A hard edge came to Alan’s eyes. “You don’t want to cultivate it, 
Gary,” he said. “These things are bad news.” 



so’s my 
wife, and you say I’ve got 
nothing to worry about!” 
His voice was tense, so 
sharp it seemed to cut 
the cold still air. “I’ve got 
350 of the damn things 
growing up through my 
corn, and not even dyna- 
mite can blow them up, 
and you say I’ve got 
nothing to worry about.” 

Gary again gestured at our primary colony. “That material, that 
bark, whatever it is, it’s potentially stronger than steel. It’s even 
stronger than some of tire new plastics, and if we could just grow it 
like a crop, if we could figure out some way to harvest it, think of how 
inexpensive — ” 

“I’ve already figured out a way to harvest it,” said Alan. “I’m going 
to blow it up with dynamite.” 

The two men lapsed into silence as Ian Olliff returned from the 
cornfield. Blow us up with dynamite. We had to figure out a way to 
bring Alan into our fold. Our usual method of pollination was a week 
away and we knew we would have to develop a more timely means, 
one that didn’t have to wait for ripening. 

Ian Olliff still had that unrevealing smile on his face. 

“That’s quite a crop you have,” he said. He reached down and pat- 
ted us on the head. He turned to Gary. “Gary, do you mind if I have a 
word in private with Mr. Deighton?” 

Gary looked put-out, but recovered quickly. 

“Sure," he said. “Go ahead.” 

lair Olliffs smile seemed carved in rock. “Thanks,” he said. 

Olliff took Alan by the elbow and ushered him toward the bam. 
We followed; we understood the nature of conspiracy and we wanted 
to protect ourselves. 

When they were next to tire bam, Olliff said: “Do you have spray- 
ing equipment, Mr. Deighton?” 

Alan nodded. “Sure,” he said. “But I’ve already tried five herbicides, 
and none of them — ” 

Olliff raised his hand, cutting Alan off. “It’s going to take more than 
herbicide, Mr. Deighton. I’m going to have the ... the Department 
send you four or five drums of a . . . well, we really don’t have a name 
for it, just a number, but it acts to ... to destabilize these things.” Olliff 
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looked at Alan inquiringly. “Do you know much about chemistry, Mr. 
Deighton?" 

“Just what I learned in high school.” 

“And Gary told you about the . . . the carbon and hydrogen?" 

Alan peered more closely at OUiff, his suspicion intensifying. “What 
do you know about these things?” he asked. And just who the hell 
are you?" 

“Mr. Deighton, I'm here to help you." Ian Olliffs smile got harder. 
“Now . . . we understand you lost half your crop last year to drought," 
he said, “and that you've applied for drought relief. And the Depart- 
ment’s been fence-sitting on your request for the past three months." 

Alan contemplated the man. “What's that got to do with this?” he 
said, flicking the brim of his cowboy hat toward our primary 
colony. _ . 

“It has more to do with cooperation than anything,” said Olliff. “We 
want to cooperate with you, Mr. Deighton. But cooperation s a two- 
way street. You don’t want to go alarming a lot of neighbors about 
this, do you? You don’t want to get a lot of people upset about some- 
thing they don’t have to get upset about, do you?" 

“I just want to get rid of them,” he said. 

“How many people have you told besides Gary?” 

“No one special. Our doctor knows.” 

“Your doctor?” 

“My son came down with something, they don’t know what it is, but 
I think it’s these ... I don’t know, the pollen 
“Who’s the doctor?” 

Ian Olliff, until now unflappable, had the unmistakable tone of con- 
cern in his voice. 

“Dr. Carmichael,” said Alan. “Lawrence Carmichael. He works out 
of George Washington Memorial here in town.” 

“And is your son all right?” 

Alan again peered at Olliff. “What are you getting at, mister?” 

Olliff didn’t answer. His lips tightened and he stared at us, and we 
wanted to tell Alan not to worry, that Geoffrey would be all right. 

“Don’t worry about your son, Mr. Deighton,” said Olliff. “We 11 con- 
tact Dr. Carmichael. Everything’s going to be fine.” 

“I wish you’d tell me what’s going on?” he said. He looked out to 
the field. “What are these things? Some kind of failed government 
experiment?” 

“Mr. Deighton, speculation has never been a useful exercise. Spec- 
ulation leads to groundless rumors, and I strongly discourage it." 

Alan simply stared, as if he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. 
“Shouldn’t you alert the public?" he said, his voice now grave. 

“No,” said Olliff. “Why don’t we just quietly get rid of the problem?” 
Olliff gave him a pat on the shoulder and the smile came back to his 
face. “You fill your sprayer, it works just like normal herbicide, and 
spray in a radius of 10 yards. We’ll have it delivered by Friday." 

“You can have it ready that soon?” 

“And your check will be here on Friday as well,” said Olliff. 

“What check?” 

Ian Olliff’s smile broadened. “Your drought-relief check, Mr. 
Deighton,” he said. “What else?” 



e weren’t feeling well. We lay by our 
bowl of dog chow on the kitchen floor 
staring up at Alan and Eileen. 

Eileen had just gotten off the telephone and was now crying. 

“How could he just walk out of there with nobody seeing him?” 
she asked. She snatched a Kleenex from the box on the table and 
dabbed her eyes. “That’s not like Geoffrey. He’s a good boy. He has 
more sense than to just wander off like that.” 

Alan got up from his chair and took Eileen’s head in his hands. 
“Don’t you worry, now," he said. “I’ll call the sheriff.” He stared out 
the window at our primary colony. The colony was now nearly as 
high as the porch roof. “We’ll find him.” 



While Alan drove into town to help in the search, Eileen stayed 
home in case Geoffrey returned, came outside with a 
bucket of feed to feed the chickens. We indolently followed her and 
sat by the half ban-el where the begonias grew in summer. She was 
still crying, hardly saw the chickens as she spread the feed out on the 
ground before them. We wanted to let her know that Geoffrey was 
only six miles away, that he didn’t feel the cold because we were pro- 
tecting him from it, and that he was on his way home and would be 
here before sundown. And the only way we could tell her was to talk 
to her, to use our newly invented means of dissemination, the dart, 
the spike, the anow, that which we had devised specifically for Alan. 

hen Alan got back at dusk, we were sit 
ting, now with Eileen, at the kitchen table. 
“They haven’t found him yet,” said Alan. 

“Someone said they saw him at the bus depot but he wasn’t there. 
We checked the mall and he wasn’t there either. Then we got, a call 
from Daisy Peterson out on the Twentieth Road. She said she saw him 
crossing the Albany Road about 11 o’clock this morning, that he had 

his boots and coat ” He looked at us more closely. “Eileen?” he 

said. “Eileen, are you all right?" 

“You needn’t worry about Geoffrey, Al,” we said. “He’s right outside, 
behind the shed.” 

He continued to stare at us. “Eileen, did the beanstalks . . . why’s he 
outside?” he asked. “It’s freezing cold.” 

“Oh, the cold doesn’t bother Geoffrey,” we said. 

“Eileen, what’s happened — ” 

But we just grinned, buoyed in our happiness, loving our husband 
like we had never loved him before. 

He took one last look at us and hurried out the door. 

We watched him from a number of vantage points as he crossed the 
yard. He passed the chicken coop and rounded the shed, Iris lanky fig- 
ure silhouetted against the last light of day. Could he understand that 
we actually had intelligence, that we were aware of ourselves, and 
were able to make plans, that we were intent on welcoming every 
man, woman, and child into our family? More than anything, we 
wanted Alan Deighton to understand us. 

But he seemed not to understand anything when he beheld his son 
hanging up on one of our larger colonies behind the shed, melding 
with it, sharing its green, its strength, and its love. We even waved to 
him and grinned, to let him know we were all right, that we had never 
felt better. We were sure he would understand. 

But Alan Deighton simply sank to his knees and screamed. 



Alan lit the wick with a blowtorch and walked quickly away. 

We blew a dart toward his leg, but he now wore thick chaps and 
we couldn’t penetrate the material. He also wore a protective mask; 
our throats were again turning pink and he wasn’t taking any chances. 
The yard was pitted with dynamite craters. Alan knelt behind the 
back wheel of his tractor and watched. 

A muffled boom came from the cornfield. Dirt rained down into 
the yard, bounced off the tractor, and landed as far as the porch steps. 
Alan got up and marched back to the cornfield. We followed along. 
We had never seen him this angry before, and we felt sorry for him, 
wanted to convince him of the futility of his actions. 

At the blast site, he inspected the damage. We were still intact, 
though much of the dirt around us had been blown away. Our root 
system was exposed. 

“Mother of Mary!” he said, turning to Butch. “They’re all connected. 
They’re all one big plant.” 

We wished to join, and in joining, bring tranquility to all tilings. We 
were, as Alan said, one big plant, and we were intent on spreading our 
tranquility as far as we could. 

We heard a truck coming down the road and, sniffing the air, we 
trotted back to the yard to see who it was. It was a military Jeep 
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painted standard army green. It towed a wagon, and in the wagon we 
saw five 50-gallon drums. 

We had a memory of this, like it was something we had already 
gone through, something we’d already seen. Alan came up behind 
us, put his hands on Iris hips, and watched the Jeep pull into the yard. 
As the Jeep came to a stop, four men in olive uniforms got out. The 
driver, an older man, approached us. The other recruits, much 
younger men, went to the wagon and unloaded the drums. 

“Are you Alan Deighton?” asked the older man. 

He was a heavy-set man, gruff, with a coppery mustache that 
looked like a scrub brush. 

“Who wants to know?” 

“I’m Army Captain Frank Pearson out of Fort Pickett, Virginia.” 

Alan glanced at the soldiers unloading the barrels. “Is that the 
stuff?” he asked. 

Pearson nodded. “That’s it.” 

“My son’s stuck up on one of these beanstalks,” he said, grim-faced 
but steady. 

Pearson stared, then nodded again. “I’ve got a spray canister,” 
he said. 

“Did Olliff talk to Dr. Carmichael? We’ve got to help Geoffrey. 
There’s got to be some way we can get him down without iryiiry. This 
is crazy. What’s going on?” 

Pearson unsnapped one of the big cargo pockets on his camou- 
flage vest and pulled out a spray canister with a trigger pump. “Dr. 
Carmichael's on his way,” he said. “And you can rest assured, Mr. 
Deighton, you’ve got nothing to worry about.” 

“My son is turning into a tree, and so’s my wife, and you say I’ve got 
nothing to worry about!” His voice was tense, so sharp it seemed to 
cut the cold still air. “I’ve got 350 of the damn things growing up 
through my com, and not even dynamite can blow them up, and you 
say I’ve got nothing to worry about.” Alan squared his shoulders and 
rose to his full height. “Well, captain, I beg to differ.” 

The captain gave him a polite nod. “Let’s just see if we can get him 
down, OK?” 

Alan led the captain to the back of the tool shed. The captain 
looked up at us, in our Geoffrey incarnation, but showed none of 
the horror or surprise Alan had; in fact, his face showed nothing. He 
simply went to his work. He pumped the squirt bottle. Our memory 
shaipened as we felt the harsh liquid touch our skin, and we seemed 
to travel back through our short history, to re-experience our begin- 
nings; this liquid was much like our birth liquid, the biological and 
chemical stew in which we had first found our life. But just as 
quickly the sense of birth turned to one of death, and we felt our 
strength seeping away, and we couldn’t hold Geoffrey, but were 
blinded by our panic and fear, and the boy slid from our trunk into 
the waiting anus of his father. We opened our eyes and looked up 
at our father. 

“Dad, you shouldn’t be spraying that stuff at us,” we said. “It hurts.” 

Alan nodded, overjoyed to hear us speak. “It’s all right, son,” he 
said. “Everything’s going to be all right.” 

When they had us settled on the couch in the living room, and the 
five drums were standing by the tractor, and the soldiers had helped 
Alan drag his spraying equipment out of the bam, Sergeant Frank 
Pearson pulled an envelope from another of his cargo pockets and 
handed it to Alan. We sat quietly at their feet, staling up at them with 
our patient canine eyes. 

“You’ve got a right to this,” said Pearson. “I’m sorry we couldn’t get 
it to you sooner.” 

Alan gazed at Pearson skeptically, then opened the envelope. 
His eyes widened and he looked at Pearson. “Six-hundred-and- 
twenty-five-thousand dollars?" he said. “I didn’t ask for near that 
much.” 

The captain shrugged. “Mr. Olliff seems to think that’s what you’re 
owed.” Pearson’s expression darkened. “You understand that, don’t 
you? You don’t need me to clarify, do you?” 

“I just wish you’d tell me — ” 

“It’s something you don’t need to know, Mr. Deighton.” He ges- 
tured at the check. “You’re going to make this place a going con- 



cern now. Dr. Carmichael’s on his way and your wife and son are 
going to get better, you can count on it. We’re giving you a second 
chance, Mr. Deighton.” He gave Alan a pointed look. “Don’t make 
us take it away.” 

hen the captain and soldiers had gone, 

and we were left in the yard with the five 

barrels of death liquid and the smell of 

dynamite hanging in the air, Alan said to us, “I sure don’t like leav- 
ing Geoffrey alone in there with Eileen, Butch, but this spray looks 
as if it’s going to work.” He peered nervously up the road. “I just wish 
Dr. Carmichael would huny up and get here.” Then he shnigged. “I 
guess we better get at it.” 

But Alan got no farther than the ornamental wagon wheel at the 
end of the walk when a shot rang out from the porch and, swinging 
around, he saw us standing there, inside Eileen, aiming Geoffrey’s 
rabbit rifle right at his head. One of the drums now had a hole in it 
and was leaking death liquid all over the ground. Alan stared at us in 
bewilderment 

“Eileen?” he said. 

“I can’t let you spray them, Al. You’re going to make them all fall 
apart if you do.” 

“Eileen . . . now you listen to me — ” He took a few cautious steps 
toward us, and we couldn’t believe we were actually holding a rifle 
pointed at our husband’s head. “You put that rifle down,” he said. 
“Real gentle-like, on the porch ” 

We levered another round into the chamber. 

“We mean it, Al,” we said. “We want you to stop right there. Don’t 
take another step, or we’re going to have to shoot you.” 

But he kept coming. “Don’t you understand, Eileen?” he said. “It’s 
got you. You got to fight against it.” 

“You should welcome them, Al.” 

And we pulled the trigger. 

The bullet, a small-caliber round meant for rabbits, grazed his 
shoulder; we didn’t want to kill him, just wanted him to see reason, 
intended only a small wound, and were surprised to see so much 
blood. He clutched his shoulder and staggered backward a few steps 
as the blood bubbled up through his bomber jacket. He grunted a 
few times. Then he crashed onto the steps. We were so frightened as 
we watched him lying on his side, clutching his shoulder, that we 
loosened our hold on Eileen, enough to let her have her way. We put 
the rifle down and went to help him. 

“Oh, Al,” we said, “we’re so sorry.” 

But then we saw he had tricked us. He reached up, grabbed our 
arm, and yanked us the rest of the way down the steps. We fell flat 
on our face in the snow. He got up, put liis foot on our back, snatched 
the rifle from the top step of the porch, and threw it into the lilac 
bushes at the side of the house. He yanked us to our feet and twisted 
our arm behind our back. 

“I’m sony, Eileen,” he said. “I’m doing this for your own good. I 
can’t have you shooting at me while I’m tiying to kill these dam 
tilings. I’m going to have to lock you in the storm cellar for the time 
being. Dr. Carmichael's going to be here soon and he should be able 
to fix you up.” 



e taped us into a chair with duct tape and pad- 
locked the storm cellar doors. But we were every- 
where and we weren’t going to let him destroy us. 

He took a long time coming back outside and when he finally did, his 
arm was in a sling and (he front of his jacket was all covered with blood. 

We bared our teeth and growled at him. He stopped and stared at 
us. We had to give him a clear warning. Our fur stood on end. 
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“Butch?” he said. “Stop that, Butch.” But we bared our teeth even 
further so that our nostrils flared. We snarled. 

“Mother of Mary,” he said, despondently. 

He descended the steps, wincing in pain, and pulled a chunk of ice 
from the garden path. He threw it at us, a warning shot. “Go on, now, 
Butch,” he said. “I don’t want to hurt you.” 

He threw another chunk of ice, then began walking toward the 
drums of death liquid. We had no choice. We had to protect ourselves. 

We launched ourselves at Alan, opening our jaws, aiming for his 
throat. He lifted his arm just in time and hit us away. We went for his 
leg, and even though he was still wearing his chaps, we felt our teeth 
sink into his flesh, and we tasted his blood. 

We knew then that we had to kill him. 

He fell to the ground and tried to punch us. The canine instinct to 
kill had overcome us, and our vision was blinded to everything but 
the need to inflict as much ii\jury as possible. 

We let go of his leg, jumped for his face, and tore a three-inch gash 
in his cheek. He pushed us away, propelled himself backward, and 
rolled around. But before he could stand, we latched onto the meaty 
part of his thigh. We shook our head violently back and forth, trying 
to rip a chunk of flesh from his leg, and were so caught up in the 
frenzy to kill liim we hardly realized he had grabbed the rifle from the 
lilac bushes. He brought the butt crashing down on our head. We 
lurched sideways, felt our legs grow unsteady, and we tried to run 
away but were too stunned. We looked up at him. 

Blood was gushing out of his cheek but he had the barrel aimed 
steadily at us. 

“I’m sorry, old boy,” he said, and he pulled the trigger. 

Then he came out the second time, he had a big bandage over his 
face. He was a mess but he looked more determined than ever. 

There was nothing we could do to stop him now. We stared at him 
from our many colonies about the yard. We admired him. He loved 
this land, as much as he loved his family, and we finally understood 
that he wasn’t an ordinary man, that he was a hero of sorts; his self- 
reliance, intuition, and strong sense of right and wrong gave him pow- 
ers we couldn’t overcome. 

He pumped the death liquid into his sprayer with an old-fash- 
ioned handpump, hitched the sprayer to the back of his tractor, 
drove out to the field, managing the wheel with his one good arm, 
and turned on the sprayer. 

Why was our memory so short? This was our birth liquid, yes, 
but it was a somewhat different flavor, and the initial euphoria 
quickly changed to agony as we began to unravel. Our executioner 
drove methodically through the field. We writhed, and many of us 
died, but we weren’t completely defeated. Some of us closed our 
spouts, filled with gas, broke off at the stem, and lifted into the air 
like miniature hotair balloons. Yes. We remembered this well. We 
could migrate, something Ian Olliff and the men like him hadn’t 
counted on. But the memory was dim and growing dimmer, as if 
with each one of us Alan killed, memories and parts of memories 
blinked out. He stopped the tractor and looked up at us as we 
floated above the bam. 

Then he revved the engine and killed as many of us as he could 
before we got away. 



hirty-two of us escaped. We drifted into the 
cold blue sky, and already we were forget- 
ting the murder and death below us. 

The farm became nothing more than a collection of toy buildings 
amid a checker-work of yellow squares. The road was a white strip 
through the land. Far at the next crossing we saw Captain Pearson’s 
Jeep. We saw a government car beside the Jeep, Ian Olliff’s car. 

The soldiers were working with some sort of test and reconnais- 
sance equipment. 
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The injections Dr. Carmichael gave us worked a lot slower than 
the death liquid Alan had sprayed us with; for the next little while we 
continued to see through Geoffrey’s eyes and hear through his ears. 

“I argued with him for a while,” said Dr. Carmichael, as he and Alan 
stared down at us. We had our eyes half open and we were dozing. 
Eileen was upstairs in her own bed sleeping. Dr. Carmichael was talk- 
ing about lan Olliff. “I told him he shouldn’t be hiding this, that this 
kind of health threat had to be made public, and this grin came to his 
face, and he said he wasn’t hiding anything.” 

We waited for Alan to respond, but Alan seemed to be brooding 
about something. “They gave me $625,000,” he said. He looked 
around the living room, at its department store furniture, chintz 
curtains, and bric-a-brac; we knew he liked the kitchen better. 
“Hush money,” he said, “that’s what it is.” 

“Olliff started talking about my license.” Dr. Carmichael gave 
Alan a low-key chuckle; there wasn’t much that could rile the doc- 
tor. “He said they might have to review it. And he had a court order 
for Geoffrey’s records.” Dr. Carmichael took off his thick glasses 
and massaged his eyes. “What do you think’s going on?” 

“I don’t know," said Alan. “But if he thinks he can buy me, he’s 
got another think coming.” 

As our last carbon-hydrogen strands broke apart in Geoffrey’s 
bloodstream, we stared at Alan. We saw that he wasn’t giving up. 
He was going to act on his conscience. He was going to lose all his 
money, his farm, even his family, for the sake of fighting Ian Olliff. 
And we couldn’t let that happen. We loved him too much for that. 
We had to save Alan Deighton from himself. We had to make him 
understand that there was no point in fighting any more. 



verywhere around us we saw steam-slick 
fronds and fig bushes. Through a clearing we 
saw a small village. We were in Venezuela. 

The people in this village had brown skin, wore hardly any 
clothes, and spoke a different language. 

If we were going to save Alan Deighton from Ian Olliff, we 
would have to change our ways considerably. Inherent in our 
blueprint was the ability to change. Overhead we saw a monkey 
scamper by . .. yes, that was the word, an animal we remembered 
from Geoffrey’s Pictionary of Jungle Animals. 

We had to work on our memory. We had to use that part of our 
blueprint to change our memory, to make it stronger. We had to 
make sure that when one of us was destroyed we didn’t lose our 
memory, that each and every one of us had a complete memory 
so that no matter how many of us were killed we would never 
again feel hazy or confused. With a strong memory we could 
learn from our mistakes, make plans, shape our future. 

Even now, our memory was better. We remembered the death 
liquid, its exact chemical composition, and began to change our 
carbon-hydrogen polymers accordingly. We felt stronger and pre- 
pared to take on new challenges. All around us new colonies 
sprang up, encouraged by the warm wet soil. We would embrace 
all those village children and teach them to love us. Then we 
would vaul those mountains to the west. We would fill our 
gourds with gas, break off at the stem, and return to that cold 
place Alan called Pennsylvania. 

We would embrace Alan Deighton before Ian Olliff had a 
chance to destroy him. We would show Alan Deighton that the 
world didn’t have to be hard and grudging all the time, full of 
drought and early frost, and the threat of foreclosure. We would 
show him that the world could be a warm and welcoming place, 
a place where he never had to fight, and where all his difficult 
decisions and hard choices could be a thing of the past. 

We would show him how easy it was to finally give up and 
join our family. □ 



Fleeing Earth, three children learn that the greatest interplanetary 
battles won’t be between alien races — but instead among the 
alienated member of their own family. 




“Ask him, 

|f y° u d( >n’t believe me,” my weird brother whispered. “He’s kidnapping us.” 
“ThpFFFt,” I said. 

“Think about it, Chigger. Why do you think Dad is bringing us all this way?” 

“It’s a vacation, stupid.” 

Up the Line? And then he s going to bring us back?” 

I didn t answer that. Weird was 17 , almost 18 , and he was starting to think like a 
grownup-stupid. My stinky brother was only seven, almost eight, and he didn’t think 
at all. I turned my back on both oF them and stared up at the Line. 



Maybe Weird was right. Dad and Mom hated each oUier. And Mom 
was always calling her lawyer, screaming about visitation and child 
support, and how he couldn’t have one if he didn’t supply the other. I 
don't know what the lawyer said, but it never made Mom any happier. 
The best part about a vacaUon with Dad was that it was always a lot 
quieter. Sort of. Stinky made up for it with his whining. That was why 
I was sure Weird was wrong — why would Dad want Stinkenstein? 

Weird and I had our stuff in backpacks. Dad lugged his in a rol- 
laround. And Stinky had half Iris clothes in his own backpack and 
the other half in a smaller one on the electric monkey. Dad bought 
the monkey for him in Arizona, hoping it would keep him quiet on the 
trip. Wrong again. Stinky held the monkey's hand and chattered at it 
like they were married. It waddled beside him like an obedient child 
with a full diaper. I said they looked like twins, which got a protest 
from Stinky, a laugh from Wen d, and a dirty look from Dad. 

Maybe Weird was right. We’d come a long way to Terminus Dome 
— all the way from El Paso to Ecuador on the Super-Train. That 
wasn't a normal vacation for Dad. I didn't know what to think, so I 
leaned out over the edge of the balcony railing and gawked. Weird 



lifted Stinky up so he could see too. 

The three cables of the Line plunged straight down from the 
very top of the Terminus Dome into separate holes in the floor of 
the station. They were as big around as buildings. Bigger. As we 
watched, an elevator car slid down one of the cables into a recep- 
tion bay; at the same time another one popped up on the other 
side of the same cable. 

Dad came back with our tickets then and herded us down the ramp 
to the boarding level. The cars were shiny blue metal with silver trim. 
There was a row of them, all creeping toward the Line together. The 
edge of the platform was a moving slidewalk, rolling at the same slow 
speed, so boarding the elevator car was a lot; like getting on a car in 
an amusement park ride, only you stepped in through a triple-lay- 
ered hatch. After we boarded, they slammed it shut with a scary 
thunk. Like once it was closed we couldn't get out again. 

Our car was filled to capacity — not exactly crowded, but you had 
to watch where you were stepping. There weren’t that many tourists 
aboard; it was mostly locals. There was a big tropical storm moving 
inland and a lot of the folks who lived around the base of the Line 
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